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I CUPID and BACCH 
Or, LOVE and the BOTTLE. 
ON 


CONTAINING 
G 8, 


Six Hundred Favourite N E W 8 
SUNG AT THE 1 
THEATRES, 7A UXHALL, RANELAGH, MARYBONE, ADLER. IG 4 
Se. &c. Sec. many of which are not to be found in any other Collection. | I 


To which are prefix'd, | 12 
BRIEF INSTRUCTIONS for writing SONGS; RULES for SINGING; d 


P an ALPHABETICAL TABLE of the SONGS. 
— — 

. {Make the mo 7 of Beauty Pride; | _ BACCHUS all his Trea/ure PRE 
Tuutb and ſeauty ſoon ſubſea : ( Lowe and Wine are conſtant Friend. 
Vontented, yield — while yet you may, Lifts on high the human Soul; 

* UPID el/e will hafte aq t Dreads no Poiſon in the Bowl : 
ſozn the ſportive harmleſs Train; | Seek the jovial roſy Train; 
This is — golden Reign. 1 This i 16 Pleaſure s — Reign. 
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3% /T USICK, like Beauty, has a Kind | Ir is therefore preſum'd the Pur- 
IN of irteſiſtable Power over the chaſer will find this Collection of 
AY... human Mind. It ſoftens the | New Favourite Songs, an agreeable 
4 igour of Fatigue and Labour, and ſooths | Companion for leiſure Hours; as the 
the Cares and Anxieties of Life. It] utmoſt Care has been taken to in- 
pleaſes in Retirement, inſpires Chearful- | ſert ſuch, and ſuch only, as have a 
gneſs in Company, and gives a Reliſh to | Tendency to pleaſe : And, indeed, very 
Con verſation and the Bottle. few are inſerted, but what have 2 
= ? 1 wit 
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iv 
with a favourable Reception from the 
; politeſt Audiences. 


Not only moſt of the Favourite Songs 
ſung at the Theatres, Vauxhall, Ra- 
nelagb, Marybone, Sadler's Wells, c. 


&%; Q. for ſome Time paſt, will be 
found in this Collection, Ls thoſe alſo 
which are Now in VogGus: And in 


order to reduce the Price, this Book is 
printed in two Columns (that it might 
contain a great Number of Songs, in a 
{mall Compaſs) and opens End-ways, as 
Muſick-Books generally do. To make 


it as compleat as poſſible, INSTRUCTIONS | 


TN Bb F K 


| 


are likewiſe given for WRITING DONGS, 
and RuLEs for SiNGiNG. Upon the 4 
Whole, it is preſum'd, That whoever. wo 
favours this Collection with their Peruſal, % 
will find it not only the Cheapeſt, but 
the Beſt and Compleateſt yet pub d. 


It may his neceſſary to add, That 


Collections of this Kind are commonly 
uſher'd into the World with ſome Kind 


of Frontiſpiece : But, as good Wine needs f 
10 Buſh ; fo there is no Sign here hung 


out to excite Cuſtom, but the Succeſs is 


entirely left to the Candour of the Pub- 
ck. 1 
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HERE has been, in ene Age aud Nation q | 


As ti ygq4 ; 


where the Liberal Arts have. "Aagrid'd, a 


great Number of Song Writers; for every, 


one, who has a Taſte for Poetry, imagines himſelf 
9 apable of making ſome Figure in this Species of 
Writing. 
commonly the Subjects of theſe Gompofitionsz yet 
for want of forming a right Judgement of their Na- 
1 pre, there 1s but little Merit to be found in Many of 
them. ; 


The Bottle, or the favourire Fair are 


Songs it EY E confeſs” 4, da not ire a 


4 50 e 


W 


8 . 


pos 4 with great Nicety and Regularity, in a peculiar 
Elegance of Stile, and in eaſy and lowing Numbers. 
The Deſign ſhould be yoiform, and the Turn of 
Wit unaffected; for a Song loſes all its Beauty, if 
it is not poliſhed with great Accuracy. A Song is 
like a Picture in Miniature; it requires all the nice 
Touches of the Pencil, and "thoſe delicate finiſhing 
Strokes, which are not requiſite in larger Ver- 
formances. | 


The beſt Writers of Songs generally purſue 2 
fingle Thought, which they 415 to a Point, with- 


very extraordinary Genius; but chey ſhould be com- 


out Interruptions and Deviations: But the Gene- 
A 2 rality 


mn Brief Inſtructions for Writing Songs, 


rality of Song-Writers crowd Materials enough for 


ſeveral Songs into one; by which Means they ſtarve 
every Thought, and render their Performances dull 
and inſipid. | : BY 

Some of our favourite Poets have fallen into th is 
Error; for we often find, in their Songs, one Point 


of Wit flaſhes ſo faſt upon another, that the continual | | 
Sparkling of their Imagination dazzles the Attention 
of the Reader. Almoſt in every Line a new De- | 
fign is ſtarted ; and we come to the End, without | | 


the Pleaſure of ſeeing them put in Execution, | 


In ſhort, a Song ſhould be conducted like an 
'Epigram : Indeed the Epigram does not require the | 
Lyrick Numbers, and is generally employ'd upon 
ſatirical Occaſions ; but the Song uſually exprefles, 
as my Lord Roſcomon tranſlates it from Horace, 


E Vine.” 


Loves pleaſing Cares, and the free Joys of | 


Let me fatther obſerve, That the French (tho 1 * 
many of them excellent Song- Writers) very fre. ® 
quently coufound the Song and the Epigram, and 


| often reciprocally take the one for the other: An 


Inſtance of which you may ſee in the following re- 
markable Epigram, which paſſes current with them 
for an excellent Song; 4 
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* 73 


& Tu parles Mal par tout de mos, 
ge dis Dubien par tout de toi; 
Auel Malheur eſt le notre? 
* Lion ne croit ni l'un, ni Vautre. 


In Engliſh thus: A 
© hou ſpeakeſt Ih of Me; | 4 
T always ſpeak Well of thee - 4 


Bur, ſpight of all our Noiſe and Pother, 
The World believes nor one nor #other. # 


RULES | 
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"OU muſt obſerve, That the Gamut is the | The three Cliffs, are an Inlet to the Knowledge 

| Ground of both Vocal and Inſtrumental Mu- | of the Notes; becauſe if a Note be placed on any 
fick. Theſe who would make themſelves | Part of the five Lines, you cannot tell what to call 
Profictents' in the Art of Singing, muſt therefore | it 'till one of the three Cliffs is ſet at the Begin- 
learn it perfectly. The Names of the Notes. muſt | ning; therefore the Lines of your Gamut are di- 
i be learnt forwards and backwards. | Yay ig Into three Fives, expreſling ate Per 
| 4 | | | , Q 
E$ | | | : | 
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viii Rules for Singing. 


of Muſick, vis. Treble, Tenor, and Baſe. Each | There are alſo Characters (which are called Reſts) ; 6 


of theſe five Lines, or Staves (as they are alſo cal- 
Jed) bave a Cliff. For Example: The firſt five 
Lines have a Mark which is called G-/ol-re-az, or 
the Treble Cliff, ſet at the Beginning of it, on the 
fourth Line downwards. The middle five Lines 
(or ſecond Stave) has a Mark, called C- ſol fa- ut, 
or the Tenor, at the Beginning; which Cliff 


may be placed on any of the four loweſt Lanes. 


The loweſt five Lines have a Mark, called 


F-fa-ut, or the Baſe Cliff, at the Beginning, and 
3s generally placed on the fourth Line from the 


Bottom, 


There are ſix Sorts of Notes made uſe of in 
Singing, viz. A Semibreve, which is as long as 


two Minims; two Miaims are as long as four 
Crotches; four Crotchets are as long as eight 
Quavers; eight Quavers are as long as ſixteen Se- 
miquavers; and fixt-:en Semiquavers as long as 
| Ihifty-two Demiquayers. 5 


e 

Bar. There are other Characters which denote = 
longer Silence than a Semibreve, but they muſt bee 
explain'd by a Maſter. A | 
There are two Sorts of Times, viz. Common 1 


. 
„ 


for denoting Silegce. 'Thele take their Names from | 
| one of the above Notes, according to their Length: | 
But you muſt obſerve, That the Semibreve Reſt, 
in any Sort of Time whatever, is always a whole 


and Triple. The ſloweſt Sort of Common Time 
contains a Semibreve in a Bar, or as many other 
Notes as are equal to ite Length. The ſecond Sort 
of Common Time contains alſo a Semibreve in a Bar, 
but is a Movement ſomewhat quicker, Triple Time 


is always a quick Movement, and contains likewiſe 


a Semibreve in a Bar. The Double-Bar ſer ves to 
part the Strains of a Song or Leſſon. The Charac- 
ter, called a Repeat, denotes that ſuch a Part of a 


- 


} over which it is placed, a Direct is put, at the End 


Song muſt be ſung over again. From the Note 4 
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; Uſe, called a Flat and a Sharp. 


Rules for Singing. bs 


of a Line or Stave, and directs to the Place of the 


firſt Note in the next Line. 


There are two Tyings of Notes. The firſt is a 
curved Line drawn over the Heads of two or more 
Notes, and ſerves to ſhew, that they are to be ſung 
to one Syllable. This is called a Slur. The 
ſecond Sort of tyed Notes are with ſtrait Strokes 
drawn through the Tails of Quavers, Semiquavers, 


Demiquavers, binding two, three, or four together. 


This Way of Tying has been found extremely 
uſeful to the Sight ; being much eafier to diſcover 
how mary of each Sort there is in a Bar, than when 
they are in fingle Notes; and 1t 1s uſed when 
there are ſeveral Notes to a Syllable. 2 


There are two other Characters alſo of great 
If a Flat be 
placed before any Note, you mult ſing ſuch a Note 
Half a Note lower than its natural Pitch; and if 


a Sharp be ſet before any Note, you muſt ſing it 
Half a Note higher than its natural Heighth. If 
a Sharp or Flat be ſet at the Beginning of a Song 
or Leſſon, it affects all the Notes on that Line or 
Space throughout the Tune. For Example: If 8 
Flat be placed in B, every Note in that Line muſt 
be ſung flat, unleſs contradicted by an accidental 
Sharp. The ſame holds good with Reſpect to 
Sharps. PE 


There is likewiſe a Character called a Natural, 
which is uſed to bring that Note to its natural 
Sound. As for Example: If a Sharp ſhould be 
ſet in F, at the Beginning of a Stave, it makes all 
the Notes in F, to be ſharp ; But ſuppoſing the 
Compoſer had a Mind to have ſome of theſe 
Notes natural; then the Natural is put before ſuch 
Notes, inſtead of a Flat. wo | 
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the Beginning of the Bar 


the followin g Rules: 


* Rules for Singing. 


EE no eee e 
e Keeping Time. 


TAVING obſerved all the Varieties of 


Time, I ſhall here add, That no Muſick 
can ever be agreeable to the Performer, unleſs he 
firſt makes himſelf Maſter of it; neither is it 


poſſible for ſeveral Perſons to agree exactly to- 


gether without it. In order to which, obſerve 


In a ſlow Common Time you ſhould divide 
the Bar into four equal Parts; telling One, Two, 
Three, Four, diſtinctly: Putting your Hand or 
Foot down when you tell One, which muſt be at 


z and lifting it up when 


you tell Three, which muſt be in it. 


In a quick Sort of Common Time you muſt di- 


vide the Bar into two equal Parts; only putting 


the Hand or Foot down at the firft Half of the 
Bar, and lifting it up at the other Half: But you 
maſt be exact in moving up or down, - 


Me faxe Cid Je e 


Of Tuning the Voice. 


2 ORE you can tune your Voice rightly, 
you muſt know which are whole Tones, 
and which are half Tones. From G to A, is a 
whole Tone; from A to B, is a whole Tone; 
from 2 to C, a half Tone; from C to D. a 
whole Tone; from D to E, a whole Tone; 


from E to P, a half Tone; from F to G, a 
whole 


2 


Rules for Singing. xl 


whole Tone: And ſo on, with ever ſo many 
Notes. g ö 
portion of Sound as the firſt eight Notes do, 


Theſe muſt aſcend in the fame Pro- 


Þ other Sounds being only a Repetition of the 
A 


> Of the Keys uſed in Mufick. 


2 operly ſpeaking there are but two Keys in Mu- 
| fick ; one Flat, and the other Sharp. A Key 
% known to be flat or ſharp, not by what Flats 


he Third above the final or laſt Note of the Tune: 


Sharps are ſet at the Beginning of a Tune, but by 


For ſhould a Third conſiſt of a whole Tone and 
an half Tone, then it is Flat; but if the Third 
conſiſts of two whole Tones, then it is a ſharp 


Key. Or elſe if a Tune ends by a la, it is flat ; 
but if by a fa, then it is ſharp: For all Tunes 


mult end either a Note below the mi, or the Note 
above. And you muſt obſerve that you always 
name your Key in Reference to the Baſs. Altho“ 

there are but two Keys; yet, by the Help of 
Sharps and Flats, they have been increaſed to the 


Number of Sixteen, of which eight are Flat and 


ejght Sharp. la all theſe Keys the firſt Note is 
called a 7 the Second mi, &. Obſerve that 
vou riſe or fall a whole Note or half Note in all 
theſe Keys, as you do in the two natural Keys. 
I might have added more than theſe ſixteen Keys, 


but I think thefe ſufficient. 


Of 


| tice will enable him to overcome this Pifficulty, 
and then he may think himſelf a pretty good 
| Timiſt. 5 : | 


xii | 
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Of Syncopation, or Driving Notes. 


Yncopation is when the Hand or Foot is tak ing 
up or putting down, while a Note is ſounding, 
which is pretty hard to a Beginner; but Prac- 


In Singing the chief Grace is the Trillo of. 


| 


Rules for Singing. 


this, you muſt move your Voice eaſily on on» 
Syllable, the Diſtance of a Note. 
Your Voice flow, then faſter and faſter by Degrees, 
and then you will find it come to you with little 


| Trouble: But you muſt take Care to let Z and 
D be heard diſtinctly. 


The "Trill, or Shake, 1; 
to be uſed on all deſcending prick'd Crotchets, alſo 
when the Note before is in the fame Line or Space 
with it; and generally before a Cloſe, either in 
the Middle or at the End of a Song. 


| Theſe Rules being obſerved, ſollowed with a 
little Application, and explained by Example, 
are ſufficient to ground the Lealner in Sinp- 


Shake, which is much uſed of late. To learn 


| ing. 


Fitſt Moe K 
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nove 
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and 
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Rules for 
I the Company are diſpos'd to be merry, thoſe Songs 


# Of the Choice of S1ngs. 


Hope it will not be thought impertinent to ſpeak 
a few Words, concerning the Choice of ſuch 


enen 


Songs as you intend to ſing in Publick. And in 
= . t, .. 

this it will be neceſſary to conſider the Company, 
the Place, and the Occaſion: But you are always 
to chuſe thoſe which are beſt adapted to your Voice, 
and that are within the Compaſs of it. 


ln Regard to the Company, if there are Ladies 


preſent, Prudence will dictate to you to fing none 
that have the leaſt Tincture of Immodeſty, It 

bu viſit a Friend, and are entreated to ſing, and 
Bere are any young Ladies in the Family lately 
married, or upon the Point of it, chuſe ſuch Songs 


z deſcribe the Happineſs of the married State. It 


1 
row 


XIII 


Singing. 


that join Love and the Bottle will not be unaccep- 
table. If you paſs an Evening at a Tavern, in the 
Company of Gentlemen only, thoſe Songs which 
are in Praiſe of the Bottle, tis likely, may pleaſe 
beſt : But, if your Friends are Cotvttatry Gentlemen, 
you will find a good Hunting Sung will greatly 
contribute to their Entertainment Thus, by con- 
ſulting the Inclinations of your Company, you will 
give greater Pleaſure ; and, the follewing Collec- 
tion, will furniſh you with Songs for every Oc- 
caſion. 


I have only one Piece of Advice mote to add; 
and that is, If you are deſired to ſing in Com- 
pany, and intend ſo to do, not to let them en- 
treat you to it often; For the Expectation 15 
palled, by frequent Entreaties ; and, tho you fing 
ever ſo well, much of the Merit will be loft by a 


tedious Delay, A N 
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"AIRY Che, proud and young Page 26 


Ariſe, my Cælia, come away 
As pleaſing as Shades to a way-faring Swain 
At the Wake, t'other Even, Osec. 
Arrend all ye Fair, and I'll tell you the Art 
As Cother Day o'er the green Meadow] paſt 
As Celadon once from his Cottage did ſtray 
As in a penſive Form Ayriilla fac 


ALPHABET 


A 


ICAL TAB LE 
OF THE | 


N 0 


| As tinkering Tom the Streets his Trade did cry 68 


N 


A Band of Cupids other Day 

As Nell ſat underneath her Cow 

As Chloe came into the Room r'other Day 
As Damon and Phillis, &c. 

Ah! whoin all theſe happy Plains 

Ah! Chloe, thou Treaſure, Sc. 

As late at ruddy Cloſe of Day 


As Chloe on Flow'rs, Ec. 


** 
"or 
. 
1 
5 
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A ngelic Fair, beneath this Pine Pag. 


"As Chios ſat ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool Air 
"Attend, ve Nymphs, while I impart 
As Thyrſes reclin'd by her Side he lov'd beſt 
As Jockey was walking one Midſummer Morn 
As ſoon hope for Peace, &c. 
| Ariſe, ſweet Meſſenger of Morn 
Ah! Strephon, what can mean the Joy 

Ass ſoon as the Chaos was turn'd into Form 
Auſpicious Spirits, guard my Love 
At ſetting Day and riſing Morn 
Aſſiſt me, all ye tuneful Nine 
As Laue gay gang'd blithe his Way 
A Dawn of Hope my Soul revives 
Again in ruſtic Weeds array'd 

A Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain 
As Colin rang'd early one Morning in Spring 
Alexis, a Shepherd, young, conſtant and kind 
A fond Father's Bliſs is to number his Race 
As 1 went o'er the Meadows, no matter the Day 
As t'other Day milking I ſat in the Vale 
As Delia, bleſt with ev'ry Grace 
Attend all ye Shepherds and Nymphs to my Lay 


1 

[>= 
FH 

77 


97 


269 
287 


# þ 


An Alphabetical Table of the Songs. 
Awake, thou blythſome God of Day 


A buſy, humble Bee am I 


A beautiful Face, and a Form without Fault 


As Jockey was trudging the Meadows ſo gay 
Ah! why ſhould Love, with tyrant Sway 
Amphitrion and his Bride, a God-like Pair 
As thro' the Grove I chanc'd to ſtray 
As yet a Youth and unbetray'd 

ey 
Beneath this Grove, this ſilent Shade 
Beneath a Woodbine's ſilver Shade 
Belinda, ſee, from yonder Flowers 
Beauty and Muſic charm the Soul 
Blithe Colin, a pretty young Swain 
By my Sighs you may diſcover 
Rehold the ſweer Flow'rs around 
Beneath the Weight of hopleſs Love 


Breathe ſoft, ye Winds; be calm, ye Skies 
| Bright Sol is return'd, the Winter is o'er 


Believe me, dear Aunt 


By the dew-beſprinkled Roſe 


Behold, faireſt Phœbe, 1 Garden ſo fair 
Balmy Sweetneſs ever flowing 


At Llantavre, Cot pleſs bur, a Place of Renown 289 * this ſad and ſilent Gloom 


An Alphabetical Table of the Songs. 
By the Side of aSrream, at the Foot of a Hill Pag. 303 | 


Come give your Attention to what I unfold 
Keponc, dull Care! without Delay 320 Cupid, God of ſoft Perſuaſion j | 
By the Sky-La:k awak'd, &c. 321 | Come, live with me, and be my Love 
$4 C. bes Come, ye party-jangling Swains 
Conſider, fair Sylvia, e' er Wedlock you chuſe 15 | Coming Home with my Milk, &c. 
Come, my Laura, heav'nly Maid 17 Come, dear Amanda, quit the Town 
Can the weak Taper's feeble Rays | 41 | Come, Collin, Pride of rural Swains 
Come all ye young Spirits, &c. co | Cruel Strephon, will you leave me 
Come, come, my dear Shepherd, &c. 64 | Ceaſe, ye Fountains, ceaſe to murmur i 
Confin'd to the Houſe 'till the Age of Fifteen 65 Come, Laura, and meet your fond Swain 
Come hither, come hither, ye languiſhing Swains 71 . 
Come, Fair One, and rove thro' the Vale J; | Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair 
Come, thou rcſy dimpled Boy 36 | Damon, believe not your Jenny's untrue 
Chloe, by all the Pow'rs above ibid. | Dear Ned, let us taſte the true Pleaſures, &c. 


Come, come, my dear Nymph, &c. 
Come, Chearfulneſs, triumphant Fair 
Caſt, my Love, thine Eyes around 
Contented all Day I will fit by your Side 
Come, Lucinda, Nymph divine 
Celia's bright Charms no more I'll chuſe 
Come then, come, ye ſportive Swains 175 | Emerg'd from Winter's gloomy Scenes 
Come, Roſalind, O come and ſee 179 | Ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd, bring 
Ceaſe, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms | 194 | Erc Phoebus ſhall peep, &c. 
Come, Chloe, and give me ſweet Kiſſes 226 | Envy in vain, with ſcornful Eyes 


97 | Daughter ſweet of Voice and Air 
113 | Detend my Heart, ye Virgin Pow'rs 
119 | Dear Phillis, ſweet Girl, &c. | 
122 | Dull Winter is flown, and the Sun from the Eaſt 


15 5 Enrag'd with Delia's coy Diſdain 
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Wer 1 1ov'd I could frotick and play 


Fair's my Lucy as the Day 
Fic on Love, it not befits 
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Farewel Sorrow, farewel Pain 


Florella, firſt in Charms and Wit 


orgive, ye Fair, nor take it wrong 
aireft Daughter of the Day 


Fair Kitty beautiful and young 

From the Man whom I love, &c; 
Fill your Glaſles, baniſh Grief 

Fly. Care, to the Winds, &c. 

Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl 
Forgive, thou faireſt of thy Kind 
Fame of Dorinda's Conqueſts brought 


BY 


arewel, ye green Fields and ſweet Groycs 


Fair is the Swan, &c. 
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or various Purpoſe ſerves the Fan 


Fair Hebe I left with a cautious Deſigu 


arewel, [anthe, faithleſs Maid 
ly hence, grim Melancholy's Train 


Fairer than the op'ning Lillies 


# Frolic and free, for Pleaſure born 
* Far ſweeter than the Hawthorn Bloom 
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Far Northward as the Dane, Lee. 
From Lat mos Mount, &c. 
Farewel, ye green Fields, &c. 


Gentle Heart, give over ſighing 
Go, deceitful Fair One, leave me | 
Give us Glaſſes, my Wench, &c. 8 
Gay Damon long ſtudy'd my Heart to obtain 
Go, Roſe, my Chloe's Boſom grace 
Gentle Gales, in Pity bear 
Go, tuneful Bird, that glads the Skie 
Go, lovely Roſe, &c. 
Go, ſeek fome Nymph of hambler Lot 
Gainſt the deſtructive Wiles of Man 
Give me but a Wife, I expect not to find 
Good People be ſilent, Ize come from the Weſt 
Gentle Damon, ceaſe to wooce me | 
Gay Laura, who once was a blithe happy Maid 
Gentle, idle, trifling Boy 

H. | 
Hark, the Birds begin their Lay 
Haſte hither— haſte, where gay Delight 
Hope! thou Nurſe of fond Deſire 
* Sylvia, haſte, my charming Maid 
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How happy's the Lover, &c. Pag. 79 | In all Mankind's promiſcuous Race 
Hark! away, tis the merry-ton'd Horn 107 | If ver the cruel Tyrant Love 
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Hail, meek- ey d Ev'ning, clad in ſober Grey 109 | In Cpid's fam'd School would you take a Decree . 
Happy Scene of gay Delight | : = I told my Nymph, I told her true 3; Im 
How giddy is Youth, yet above all Advice 126 In Ip fancy our Hopes and Fears ibid Nadi 
9 How ſweet are the Flowers, cc. 141 | I ſeek not at once in a Female to find 8 
f Hence, painful Pleaſure, pleaſing Pain 147 | If ever, Oh! Hymen, I add to thy Tribe 7: 8 
: How bleſt the Maid whoſe Boſom 203 [3 am « young Virgin that of: has veen rold 6 J 
l; How welcome my Shepherd, &c. x69 | If the ſweet Name of Love my fair Iris aftright $8; | 
oy: How fierce is the Sun 171 | In Nottinghamſhire, &e, | bid. 
\| Hark! hark! o'er the Plains, &c. 177 | If Truth can fix thy wav'ring Heart 90 
kl Ho bleſt has my Time been, &c. 178 | In June s fragrant Month, &c. 114 Þ 
101 Hark, hark ye, how echoes the Horn, &c. 186 | If Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torment 132 
j How gentle was my Damon's Air 227 | If Wine be a Cordial, why does it torment 133 4 
y How eaſy was Colin, how blithe, and how gay 228 | If tis Joy to wound a Lover ibid. 
4 Ho blithe was I each Morn to ſee | 238 | I like the Man whoſe ſoaring Soul 134 8 
5 How much ſuperior Beauty awes 24x | In young Aſtrea's ſparkling Eye 136 MW 
1 Hence with Cares, Complaint and Frowning 242 | In vain the fleeting Clouds we chide 139 * „ 
ls How pleaſing we find the gay Sports of the Field 244 | If Love be a Fault, &c. | 144 
. Hark, the Horn calls away 28356 If Wine and Muſick have the Pow'r 155 
| _ Haſte, haſte, ev'ry Nymph, &c. 267 | In vain you think your Beauty's Rays 158 


Hapleſs Lovers who ſue in vain 288 in vain I ev'ry Art aſſay 160 F 
| 3 7 1 ſee it, Mira, know it well . 9 
I met young Damon rother Day _ 14 [I tell with equal Truth and Grief 
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37h 
Ky 
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g la a plain pleaſant Cottage, conveniently neat Pag. 168 


Kings, Emperors, and Tur's, 82. 295 
Love ſhould there meet a fond Pair 170 Kingcup, Daffodil, and Roſe 324 
a ſweet Summer's Eve, &c. ibid. L. 8 
met in our Village a Swain bother Day 172 Loet the Nymph till avoid, and be deaf io myStraus 15 
* die with too tranſporting Joy | 176 Lovely Celia, heavenly Maid 22 
F ty rant Love, with cruel Dart 183 Let not Rage thy Boſom firing 33 
ſcek my Shepherd gone aſtray | 214 | Let the Grave, and the Gay 18 
by. am married, and happy Re 215 Love's a ſweet and ſoft Muſician 157 
In Purſuit of ſome Lambs, &c. 221 | Long Time my Heart had rov'd 22k 
ſearch'd the Fields of ev'ry Kind 235 Love's the Tyrant of the Heart 2702 
Fcalouſy, begone, ard leave me 236 | Let others Damon's Praiſe rehearſe 2-0 
made Love to Kate IPL | 249 | Laſt Time 1 ſaw my Chloe's Eyes 5 
Uf thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bow'r 251 | Lovely Venus, Goddeſs bright 291 
In all the Sex ſome Charms I find 266 Like a Wood-Nymph in Form, &c. 301 
Uf that the World and Love were young 280 | Laſt Week in the Grove 316 
ll to ſome ſhady cool Retreat 284 | Let Miſers hug their darling Store 317 
I rambled about a Twelvemonth I vow 306] Let other Men envy the Pomp of the Great 333 
In Days of Yore, when on the Plain 318 ? Nl. 
Henny, bright as the Day 327 | My Temples with Cluſters of Grapes I'll entwine 13 
In April, when Primroſes, &c. 0 331 | My Daddy was gone to the Market two Mile 34 
In a ſweet healthy Air, on a Farm of my ow 343 | More bright the Sun began to dawn 105 
Indeed, my Dear, in vain you ſtrive 348 Maria, when my Sight vou bleſs | 119 
. N My Heart's like an Anvil, the Hammer is Love 
Kind God of Sleep, fince it muſt be 


117 
132 Pride is to hold all Mankind in my Chain” 178 
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Now the Woodland Choiriſts ſing 


Now the Snow-drop lifts her Head, 143 
Nature for Defence affords 
No Woman her Envy can ſmother 


2 * TY. 


My Fair is beautiful as Love Pag. 138 


Muſic, how powerful is thy Charm 164 


My Dolly was the faireſt Thing | 169 
My fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt 173 
My former Time, how brisk and gay 175 
My Days have been ſo wondrous free 180 


My Dog and my Miſtreſs are both of a Kind 205 


Miſs Dana, when fair and young 237 


My Heart's my own, my Will is free 239 

Myſelf between Venus and Bacchus I'll poiſe 304 

My Cottage, Contentment's calm Seat 305 

My cautious Mother, t'other Day 333 | 
N. 


5 21 
Now Pleaſure unbounded re ſounds o'er the Plains 5 
Now the genial Spring appears | 25 

Night, to Lovers Joys a Friend 28 
No longer let whimſical Songſters compare 37 
Now the happy K not is ty d 54 
No Shegherd was like Strephon gay 83 


Near a thick Grove, v hoſe deep emtow'ring Shade 104 


160 


209 
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Nymphks and Shepherds, come away 

Not on Beauty's tranfient Pleaſure 

No Nymph that trips the verdant Plains 
No more the feſtive Train I'll join 

No more, ye Swains, no more upbraid 
Now gay Summer's ripen'd Bloom 


Oh! how I doat on that dear Face 


Of Freedom too fond, or too wanton with Pride 
On his Face the vernal Roſe 

Oh ! how could I venture to love one like thee 
Of an Ailment ſo killingly ſweet I could die 
Of ev'ry Sweet that glads the Spring | 
Oh! the pleaſing, pleaſing Joys 

On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove 

Odds my Life! ſearch England over 

On dear Zelinda's Charms I gaze 

Oh! how ſhall I, in Language weak 

Oh! leave me, in Pity, &c. 

O Sacuney, why leav'ft thou thy Nelly to mourn 
Oh! would'ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 


Once more [I'll tune the vocal Shell 


Nay, jeer ye not, Siſters, by Love unbetray'd 
at Ai 


One Midſummer Morning, when Nature look'd gay 5 5 
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0 O lovely Peace ! with Plenty crown'd 


In Pleaſure's ſmooth Wings, &c. 
1 ne Summer Eve, as Nancy fair 
Ot Cotin's render Love poſſeſbd 
On! what Joys docs Conqueſt yield 
give me chat ſocial Delight 
7 bn! *cis Elyzium all—in tzeauty dreft 


* true Content! ſccure from Harms 


. 


©! cruel Maid, thy Scora forbear 
; Dh! Damon, ſtill you ſtrive 1 in vain 


Dne Morning laſt Week, &c. 
Dh! Nelly, no longer thy Sacuney now mourn 


why ſhould we delay 
lrithee, Damon, haſte away 


| Poprtuing Beauty, Men deſcry 


ö Pox o' this Nonſenſe, &c. 
rcing to Death we will compare 


F&ilira's Charms poor Damon took 


'F Mili, to whom none dare be rude 
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Por Celia fell fick, and look'd wonderful bad 
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209 


212 


213 
217 


235 
246 
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274 


301 


303 
399 
343 


21 

32 
218 
247 
261 
262 
289 
332 
340 
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9 er Moorlands and Monntains, &c. 


R. 

Rail no more, ye learned Aſſes 169 
Reſolv'd, as her Poet, ot Celia to ſing 253 
8. 

Seek the ſweet Balm, Philoſophy 15 
Still in Hopes to get the better 16 
Stella told me Yelterday 39 
Stella and Flavia ev'ry Hour 52 
SCC, 7 byrſts, ice yon drooping Fair 55 
Sick of the Town, at once I ficw 69 
Soft Invader of my Soul 70 
Sweet are the Flow'rs that deck tle Field 89 


Since Wedlock's in Vogue, &c. gz 


Says Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond Eyes 94 
Strephon long doated on Phabe the Fair 124 
See Belinda, fair as Morning 127 
Sy tviay wilt thou waſte thy Prime 139 


So iu eet was young Damon, ſo gentle his Looks 140 


Since Cælia's unkind, and denies me the Joy 1141 
See, Sophia, how the tinctur'd Vale 146 
Say, Sylvia, ſhall I ſpeak or die 157 
Spring rene wing all Things gay 161 
Strephon, why that cloudy Forehead 183 


—— 
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Shepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us Pag. 
See the conquering Hero comes 

Sweet Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph that liv'ſt unſeen 
Soft pleaſing Pains, unknown before 

Sure Sally is the lovelieſt Laſs 

See John and his Maſter as together they paſs 
Siure never poor Shepherd was torrur'd like me 
Since Pleaſure's in Faſhion, and Life but a Jett 
Silver veſted, bright and gay ; 
Sound the merry Pipe and Drum 
Since loſt to Peace of Mind ſerene 

> Since ey'ry Charm on Earth combine 
See Nature ſheds ſent around 
The Proſpect clear'd, around is heard 
To yonder Beeches friendly Shade 
The Primroſe now uprears its Head 
The Sun thro' low'ring Clouds at lat 
The Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Liſs 
The echoing Horn calls the Sportſmen abroad 
The May-Day of Life is for Pleaſure 

Tell me no more I am deceiv'd 


The Chace is o'cr, and on the Plain 


345 


189 | 
198 
262 
277 
278 
285 
314 
323 
329 
330 
334 
337 
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The Lark's ſhrill Nores awake the Morn 


The Flame of Love fincere I felt tihid 
Two Ears at a Time are too many for Uſe 50 
To Celia thus young Lamon ſaid | 50 
"Tis a Twelvemonth ago, &c. 65 
To dear Amaryllis young Strephen had long 68 


The Beau, with his delicate womaniſh Face 
Tell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 

The Sun his glad ſome Beams withdrawn | 6 
To wooe me and win me, and kiſs and all that 100 
The Man that is drunk is void of all Care 101 


Tho' form'd by the tend' reſt Care of young Love 103 
106 
111 . 
ibid. Ni 
112 
115 I 
Tho Ladies look gay, when of Beauty they boaſt 111 I 


The Morning is charming, all Nature is gay 
The Card invites, in Crowds we fly | 
The kind Appointmet Cælia made 

'Twas underneath a May blown Buſh 

The Meads and the Groves, &c. 


The Drum is unbrac'd, and the Trumpet no more 118 
The feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Band 
Tho' Baucis and I were both ancient and poor 
The Nymph that I lov'd was as bonny and gay 
The World, my dear Alira, is full of Deceit 
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the Pride of every Grove I choſe 
ell me, ye Gay, ye Brave, ye Wiſe 
Ho' his Peſſion in Silence, &c. 
wirt pleaſing Hope and painful Fear 
The ſweet roſy Mornin 
Tis Bumpers lull all Cares to reſt 


ho late for Redreſs and roo ſoon for my Eaſe 


Twas in the Bloom of May 

ell me, Pride of this Creation 

The Nymph who does my Soul alarm 
Fo plain, dear Youth, theſe tell-tale Eyes 
Me Swain with his Flock, &c. | 
keep my gentle Jeſe 

Nis verdant Green was once my Pride 
Myſt me would you taſte true Pleaſure 

ie brighteſt Bloom the Roſe diſplays 
Fon, like any Bridegroom gay 


At Mind of a Woman can never be known 


golden Radiance of the Sun 
blitheſt Bird that ſings in May 


The Sun from the Eaſt tips the Mountains with Gold 216 
It Penny's my F riend, &c. 70 1 
nen- flown Birds, the Shepherds ſing 
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154 
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160 
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Pag. 130 


A 


The faithleſs Theſeus ſcarce had got on board 
That I might not be plagu'd, &c. 

Think, my Faireft, how Delay 

Twas early on a Holiday 

The heavy Hours are almoſt paſt 

The Virgin, when ſoften'd by May 

The gaudy Tulip ſwells with Pride 
Together let us range the Fields 
To Handel's pleaſing Notes, as Chloe ſung 
To eaſe his Heart, and own his Flame 
The Shepherd's plain Life 

The filver Moon's enamour'd B am 

The glitt'ring Sun beg ins to riſc 

The Woodlark whiſtles, &c. 

The Sun in virgin Lufire ſhone 

Loo long a giddy wand'ring Youth 

The wicked Wits, as Fancy hits 

The fam'd Poets of Greece 

There's Grinders enough, Sirs, &c. 
Twas where the maw-mouth'd Race, &c. 
The Philoſophers, Moraliſts, Poets, &c. 
The fragrant Lilly of the Vale 

The Bird that hcars her Neſilings cry 
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256 
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295 
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T*arher Day as I fat in the Sycamore Shade Pag. 313 | When Delia on the Plain appears 
The Winter its deſolate Train 5 323 | When Damon firſt my Eyes beheld | 46 
The gentle &wan, with graceful Pride 324 | When Phahys the Tops of the Hills does adorn 6, 
The Swain with his Flock, &c. 338 | While Philiis is drinking, &c. 66 
'Fhe Sun being ſer, &c. | 341 | Who'll buy a Heart! Myrtilla cries 67 
The whiſthng Plowman hails, &c. ibid. | When firſt I ſaw thee graceful move 72 
"The Lads and the Lifl-s, &c. 347 | What mears that tender Sigh, my Dear 74 
The Tales of your Loves, &c. 349 | When firſt my Phillis did appear ibid. 
55 U. | | Whenc'er I meet my Calia's Eyes 76 
_ Unwearied with loving, &c. 75 Well mer, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young Swain 81 
Venus, Queen of tender Paſſions 135 | While I quaft the roſy Wine | | 87 
Vainly now ye ſtrive o charm me 200 When the roſy Bowl I drain 89 
Vous of Love ſhould ever bind 241 | When yorder cooing Doves retire 91 \ 
| W. When ed in my Grandmother's Cot 93 
Whilſt on thy dear Boſom lying 18 | With Horns and with Hounds I waken the Day 102. 
Which is beſt, ye Caſuiſts, Y | ibid. | When firſt by fond Damon, Flavilla was ſeen 103 
When laſt we parted on the Plain 29 | Where's my Swain ſo blithe and clever 108 
Where ſhall Celia fly for Shelter 23 | With us alike each Seaſon ſuits 5 4s 
Wiſdom, too much thy Reaſons prove 24 | When Bluſhes dy'd the Check of Morn 121 
When Bacchus, jolly God, invites | 29 Well, it I continue but in the ſame Mind 126 
With Women and Wine, I dety ev'ry Care 31 | Wherever I'm going, and all the Day long 131 
Water parted from the Sca 33 | What's ſweeter than the new-blown Roſe 13: 
What Shepherd or Nymph of the Grove 38 When Morn her Sweets ſhall firſt unfold 136 
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ile I, fair Della, view thy Face 


Pag. 13 6 

7 it Youth and Beauty joint picale 137 
7 en 1 was 4 young one, GCC, 142 
V ile over-hice Critics, &. 145 
V th early Horn ſalute the Morn 147 
Men Collin firſt in yonder Vale 153 
hat Beauties does my Nymph diſcloſe 154 
Wonan, thoughtlels, giddy Creature 156 
hon the loud Waves in Mountains riſe 158 
hen fair Serena firſt I knew 1 159 
ich Scorn repuls'd, poor Damon ſought 103 
What Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is 166 
laft me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breere 182 
Nen Vapours o'er the Meadows die 183 
i Phillis V1 trip o'er the Mcads 180 
Wil Merit and Reaſon, &c. 188 
Men Fanny to Woman was growing a-pace 189 
ch the Man that J love, 192 
y how now, Miſs Pert ibid, 
en you meet a tender Creature 193 
When a Maid, in Way of Marriage | ibid. 
hile Bloſſoms deck each verdant Spray 198 
Merce the Jeſſamine ſwectens the Bow'r 199 
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When Youth mature, ro Manhood grew 


201 


W hat a Blockhcad is he that's afraid to die poor 204 


W hen late a ſunple ruſtie Laſs | 
When once I with Phillida ſtray'd 

VV hat tho' the Bloom of Spring is gone 
When Jenter'd my T'cens, &c. 

W hy will Delia thus retire 

W bat Sadneſs reigns over the Plain 

W hy ſhould I now, my Love, complain 
Would you with her you love be bſeſt 
While Beaus to pleaſe the Ladies write 
What beanteous Scenes enchant my Sight 
Where Virtue encircles the Fair 

With Phobus J often aroſe | 

W hen all che Attic Fire was fled 
When April Day began to riſe 

When the Stregts are fo clean, &c. 


When fair Maidens of Old, &e. 

When lately I offer'd fair Laura to kiſs 
Why ſhould we of humble State 
Why, Collin, muſt your Laura mourn 


| Why, Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain 
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While rr fi: moaping, and courting the Muſes 
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While 
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While Love with ſofteſt Influence beams Pag. 342 
Vhen Jenny the gay, _ _ 350 
Ye Fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Charm 13 
Young Colin ſought my Heart to win 49 
Young Colin ſought my Heart to gain 52 
Ye chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen 53 


Ye Fair, who ſhine thro' Britain's Ile 57 
Young Jockey, who teaz id me a Twelvemonth, &c, 61 
Ye Gods that round fair Celia wait „„ 
You tell me I'm handſome, I know not how true ibid. 


You may ſay what you will, &c. _ 79 
Young Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delight 82 
Yes, I'm in Love, I feel it nor 88 
Young Damon would often, &c. 95 
Young Colin, the blitheſt upon the gay Green 101 
Young Phillis one Morning, &c. 115 
Vou fy you love, and twenty more 120 
Ye Fair, that would be bleſt in Love 151 
Young I am, and ſore afraid 168 
Young Golin ſecks my Heart to move 174 
Je verdant Hills, ye balmy Vales 179 
Ye Virgins, attend 188 
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| Ye Nymphs, who to the Throne of Love 


You've ſure forgot dear Mother mine 
Young Colin was the bonnieft Swain 
You ſpotted Snakes, with double Tongue 
Young Strephon, a Shepherd, &c. 

Young Strephon long doated on Phœbe, &c. 
Young %ockey he courted, &c. 

Young Strephon, the artful, &c. 


Young Molly, who lives at the Foot of the Hill 


Ye Swains, who reap the ripen'd Corn 
Ye Mortals, whom Fancies, &c. 


Ve fair married Dames, &c. 


Young Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
Ye Belles, and ye Flirts, &c. 

Ye true honeſt Britons, &c. 

Ye dull-thinking Souls, &c. 

Ye Prudes, who with cenſorious Tongue 
Ye Nymphs and ye Shepherds, &c. — 
Ye Ladies, who drive from the Smoak, &c. 
Ye Fair, be advis'd by a Friend 
Young Arabella, Mamma's Care 
Young Damon perceiving Flirtilla, &c. 
Ye Fair, that would be bleſt in Love 
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SONG JI. 
E Fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry Charm, 
i To captivate the Will, 
VV hoſe Smiles can Rage itſelf diſarm, 
3 Whoſe Frowns at once can kill; 


Fu, will you deign the Verſe to hear, 


= Where Flattery bears no Part; 


An honeſt Verſe that flows ſincere, 
io And candid from the Heart? 


Sreat is your Power, but greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage, 

as ye all can make a Net, 

Le all cou'd make a Cage: 


Ach Nymph a thouſand Hearts may take; 


; ; For who's to Beauty blind? 
Hut to what End a Pris'ner make, 
nleſs we ve Strength to bind ? 
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| Attend the Counſel often told, 


Too often told in vain ; 


j Learn that beſt Art, the Art to hold, 


And lock the Lover's Chain: 
Gameſters to little Purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 
Tho Beauty may the Charm begin, 
"Tis Sweetneſs makes it laſt. 


SONG II. 


In Search of a Venus no longer I'll run, 


But ſtop and forget her at Bacchuss Tun. 


Yet why this Reſolve to relinquiſh the Fair? 
Tis a Polly with Spirits like mine to deſpair ; 


DR Er RPE TS 
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| MI Temples with Cluſters of Grapes I'll entwine, 
And barter all Joy for a Goblet of Wine; 


And 


= Collection of Favourite New Su. 


And what mighty Charms can be found in a Glaſs, 
If not fili'd to the Health of a favourite Laſs? 


*Tis Woman, whofe Charms ev'ry Rapture impart, 
And lend a new Spring to the Pulſe of the Heart; 

The Miſer himſelf, fo ſapreme 1s her Sway, 

Grows Convert to Love, and reſigns her his Key, 


At the Sound of her Voice Sorrow lifts up her Head, 
And Poverty liſters well-pleas'd, from her Shed; 
While Age in an Extacy hobb'ling along, 

Beats Time with his Crutch to the Tune of her Song. 


'Then bring me a Goblet from Bacchus's Hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on his Board; 
I'll ll up a Brimmer, and drink to the Fair, 
"Tis ihe Thirſt of a Lover—and pledge me who dare. 


SONG III. 
1 MET young Damon t'other Day, 


And near me as he drew, 
No Swain, methought, e'er look'd fo gay; 
Upon my Word tis true. | 


With ardent Bliſs my Lips he preſt; 
Pray what cculd Ps do? 

I frown'd, but faith I frown'd in Jeſt 
Upon my Word 'tis true. 


The Shepherd ſigh'd and talk'd of Love, 
A Theme to me quite new ; | 

Of Angels, Heav'n, and Pow'rs above; 
And vow'd that all was true. 

My Boſom throbb'd, I knew not why, 
As ſtill more fond he grew: 

I liften'd to his Tale with Joy; 
Upon my Word tis true. 


Let Damon now be bleſt, he cry'd, 
And fondly to me flew ; 

His Freedom vain I ſtrove to chide ; 
Upon my Word 'tis true. | 


With Bluſhes ſpread, I lock'd Conſen:, 
Felt Joys but known to few; 

For now I found what Damon meant, 
| And all he ſaid was true. 


a Colledtiun 

A SONG IV. 

” AIR's my Lacy as the Day, 
Brighter than che blooming May 


pid revels in her Eyes; 
Qa her Lip rich Nectar lies. 


When ſhe moves, 'tis Juno walks; 


When ſhe ſpeaks, Minerva talks 


W hen the ſings, th* angelic Strain 
Might aſſwage the fierceſt Pain. 


178 1 4 - 
Elaſp'd within her ſnowy Arms, 


HBleſt with all her World of Charms; 


Thus enthron'd let me expire, 


| Gods! tis all that J deſire. 


4 SUNG V. 
NOnſider, fair Sylvia, e' er Wedlock you chuſe, 
That nothing but Dęath can the Bondage unlooſe; 


Is Fancy directs, you may now ſport and play, 
And claſp a new Lover with ev'ry new Day; 
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Zut then one alone all your Beauty obtains, 


And wao'd give their Freedom to rattle in Chaius? 


And who'd give their Freedom, c. 


Six F lonths I have lov'd, 'tis too ſoon to believe 

la Nan, ſo precarious and prone to deceive: 

Firn judge well my Temper, my Humour, and Parts, 
For joining of Hands often ſeparates Hearts; 

And vou'd you fo ſoon be the Joke of the Plains? 
Lis dladmen alone can be happy in Chains, 

lis lad men alone, & c. | 


Alt Colin is worth, ſhall, ſweet Sylvia, be thine ; 
My Limbkins, my Cottage, my Kids, and my Kine; 
Bud if you reject a Propoſal ſo kind, 
In Troth we muſt wait till we're both of a Mind; 
And when I perceive no Objection remains, 
I marry and joyfully rattle my Chains, 
Plt marry and joytully, c. 
SONG VI. 
EEK the ſweet Balm, Philoſophy ; 


' Fts the Cure for heart-tora Ills; 
The Weed of rank Adverſity, 


| Chat ſapient Medicine kills: 
C 2 


16 
By that above all Grief we riſe, 
For he is happy, who is wiſe. 


O teach me, dear Morality; 

Shut pale Envy from the Door: 
With Health, give me Frugality; 
Let Sots or Madmen ask for more. 
My Life I live as Nature rules, 


And Faſhion's Laws I leave to Fools. 


SONG VII. 


HE Proſpect clear'd, around is heard 


The Muſic of the Hive; 
The Bloſſoms blow, the Spirits flow, 
And Nature's all alive. 
In every Grove, the Work is Love, 
The Word is ling and play; 
From Eve to Morn, the Sages warn—— 
Ye Maids, beware of May. 


Each lively Scheme, each am'rous Theme 
Our Nymphs and Poets chuſe ; | 

The Dance delights, the Song invites, 
As Mirth provokes the Muſe. 


DA ee. DM. 
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The War's no more, our Citef's come o'er; 
Again, the Grave-Ones lays 
Wberc'er they tread, Temptation's ſpread—— 
Beware the Ides of May. 


SONG VII. 


TILL in Hopes to get the better 
Of my ſtubborn Flame I try; 
Swear this Moment to forget her, 
And the next my Oath deny: 


Now prepar'd with Scorn to treat her, 


Ev'ry Charm in Theught I brave; 
Boaſt my Freedom fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſeif a Slave. 


SONG IX. 
F ET the Nymph ſtill avoid, and be deaf to- 
| „ San, 
Who in Tranſports of Paſſion affects to complain ; 
For his Rage, not his Love, in that Frenzy is ſhey! 


And the Blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſooneſt o'er bloi 


Collection of Favourite New Songs. 


' But theShepherd whom Ciid has pie rcd ro theHeart, | 
Will ſubmiſhive adore and rejoice in the Smart; 
Or in plaintive ſoft Murmurs his boſom-telt Woe, 
Ki the ſmooth gliding Current of Rivers wiil flow. 


T ho' filent bis Tongue, he will plead with his Eyes, 
And his Heart own your Sway in a Tribute of Sighs ; 
But when he accofts you in Meadow or Grove, 

His Tale is fo render-—he cooes like a Dove. 


£ 


ME, my Laura, heav'nly Maid, 

1 To this cool refreſhing Shade; 

Where the Vi'let, Pink, and Roſe, 
All their blooming Sweets diſcioſe z 
Sec the Nymphs and Swains are met, 
Happy in the cool Retreat ; 

Fil ro Mirth, and amorous Play, 


his is Shepherd's Holiday. 
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3 LAURA. 
Wander then, ye giddy Flocks 
er the Hill, or mongſt the Rocks ; 


* 


0 


From her Shepherd, Night or Day, 
Laura never means to ſtray. 

Come, begin, ye ſportive Throng, 
Tune the Pipe and raiſe the Song; 
Celebrate, without Delay, 

This our Shepherd's Holiday. 


DAMON. 


Sound, the rattling Tabor, ſound, 
| Let my Laura's Hcalth go round; 


Kinder ſhe than vernal Show'rs, 


Sweeter far than ay born Flowers; 
| Dimpled Smiles and heav'nly Truth, 


Join r' adorn her blooming Youth ; 
Theſe ſoft Charms without Allay, 
Crown the Shepherd's Holiday. 


LANA. 
Happy Laura! Oh! how bleſt, 
Thus of Damon's Love poſſeſs'd 
Witneſs Hill, and Dale, and Grove 
Here I plight eternal Love. | 
Wou'd the Gods on me beſtow 


* to lighten human Woe, 
3 


Damon 
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Damon's Life ould glide away, 
Like a Shepherd's Holiday, 


SONG KI. 
HILST on thy dear Boſom lying. 
Celia, who can ſpeak my Blits ? 
Who, the Tranſports I'm enjoy ing, 
When thy balmy Lips I kiſs? 
Ev'ry Look with Love inſpires me, 
Ev'ry Touch my Boſom warms ; 
Ev'ry melting Murmur fires me, 


Ev'ry Jay is in your Arms. 
| SONG NI. 


FN all Mankind's promiſcuous Race, 
The Sons of Error urge their Chace, 


The Wond'rous to puriue ; 
Both in the Country and in Town, 
The curious Courtier, Cit and Clown, 
Solicit ſomething New, 


The Poets ſtill from N ture take, 
And u hat is ready made they make; 


of Favourite N] Songs. 


Hiſtorians muſt be true: 

How therefore ſhall we find a Roid, 

Thro' Diſſertation, Song, or Ode, 
To give you ſomething New ? 


They ſay Virginity is ſcarce, 

As any Thing in Proſe or Verſe, 
And fo is Honour too: 

The Papers of the Day imply, 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſomething New. 


We ſec alike the woeful Dearth, 


| In Melancholly, or in Mirth ; 


Then what ſhall Ladies do? 
Seek Virtue, as th' immortal Prize; 
In fine, be honeſt and be wiſe, 

For that is ſomething New. 


SONG XIII. 


HICH is beſt, the Caſuiſts ſay, 
J To be grave or to be gay; 
Still to weep and never ſmile, 


In the Penſenoſo Stile: 


% 
$2 


OO 5 
2 => 2 of 


2 


CEPT] 


7 
7 
„ 
9. 
9 % 
1 
2 
1. 
” 
NP. 


ö Collection of Favorite New Songs. 
To ſit moaping like a Nun, 
Or to frisk it in the Sun, 
here the Scenes of Mirth are play'd, 
nd the glad Appointment's made: 


SONG XIV. 


OW the Woodland Choiriſts ſing, 
Beauty takes her radiant Sphere; 
Love adorns the ſmiling Spring, 
4 Love and Beaury gilds the Year, 
If the Maid avoid Exceſs, Seize the Minutes as they fly, | 
Better ſing, and dance, and dreſs, Jocund Hours and feſtive Round; 
And indulge the Calls of Youth, 


Innocence, with Virgin Eye, | 

While ſhe forfeits not her Truth: | Comes with rural Chaplets crown'd. 
Rigour and ſevere Demean, | 

Arc not decent at Sixteen; | Awful Virtue keeps her Stare, 

And the Character is loſt, | In the Cot, or on the Throne; 
Stadied at Good-nature's Coſt. I Liberty enjoins her Mate, 

FE, As fair nou nolds the Zone : 

.- 98 Love and Beauty on the Wing, 

She that meditates the moſt, Sweep the Globe, and as. oi ail; 
Is not always Virtue's Boaſt ; | Poets here, the Sage, and King, 
* the Silent and Demure, Ar their Shrine ſubmiſſive fall. 

ways peaceable and pure: 


Y {bile the Lively, Brisk, and Smart, Where ſhould Honour love to dwell, 
Have more Innocence at Heart, Bur in Freedom's happy Iſle ? 
With a lirtle leſs to dread, | Virtue here enjoys a Cell, 
From the Miſchief in their Head. More than in a Tyrant's Smile; 


Whers 
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Where ſhould Beauty fix her Mein, 
But on Love that Power defics ? 

Innocence ſhall crown the Scene, 

Where Ambition droops and d es. 


„ "SON XV- 
HEN laſt we parted on the Plain, 


| He kiſs'd, and ſaid, that ſoon again 

He'd come, and wonld not leave me ſo: 
For thar, ſays he, the Time is near, 
And then, my Love, I do deſign, 

It is the laſt Day in the Vear, 
To come and be your Valentine. 


I wiſh'd the tedious Hours to fly, 
And long'd the look'd-for Day to fee ; 
And as the Time then grew ſo nigh, 
How bleſt, thought I, will Nancy be. 
The Morning came, and at my Door, 
I heard a Voice, that ſaid, incline, 
For once, dear Girl, if never more, 
To riſe and ſee your Valentine, 


Fond Damon ſeem'd full loth to go; 


| A thouſand Fears diſturb'd my Mind, 


Twas Thyrſes there in Damon's ſtead 3 
I thought my Youth was quite unkind, | 
Nor knew what ſhould be done, or ſaid. 
I hop'd it could not be a Sin, . 
In ſpite to Damon, now not mine 
I let the kinder Thyrſis in, 

And was that Shepnerd's Valentine. 


Nor what I did I now repent, 
For fickle Damon, ſoon as Light, 
To Lucy on that Morning went, | 
Nor has been ſince from out her Sight: 
And Thyrſis, late but half-Jov'd Swain, 
Is now both all, and only mine; 
I bleſs the Time, that once was Pain, 
He came to be my Valentine. 


SONG XVI. 


, | © monde this Grove, this ſilent Shade, 


KJ Come, Damon, to thy gentle Maid: 
| What other Nymph would love like me; 


But, Oh! thou'rt all Inconſtancy, 


You ved to talk of Love and Bliſs, 
d ofcen ſigh'd my Lips to kiſs; 
But roving now in ſweeter Glee, 
For thou art all Inconſtancy. 


Here fragrant Flow'rs ſweetly ſpring, 
The feather'd Choir in Concert ſing ; 
Yet vain is what I hear and ſee, 

Since Damon's all Inconſtancy. 


he am'rous Doves now bill and cooe, 
And ſo, falſe Damon, ſo can you; 

But can't, like them, contented be, 

hy ſole Delight's Inconſtancy. 

Ye ſimple Fair, believe not Man, 

They all proceed on Damon s Plan; 


Then from cheir Sex, your Hearts keep free, 
Ad love, like them, Inconſtancy. 


SONG XVII. 


Pi [LLIS, why ſhould we delay 
Plcaſures ſhorter than the Day? 

Copld we (which we never can) 
Rrerch our Lives beyond the Span, 
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Beauty like a Shadow flies, 


And our Vouth before us dies; 


| For would Youth and Beauty ſtay, 
| Love hath Wings, and will away. 


Love hath ſwifter W ings than Time, 


| Change in Love to Heaven does climb; 


Gods, that never change their State, 


{| Vary oft their Love and Hate, 
| Phillis, to this Truth we owe 

| All the Love berwixt us two ; 

| Let not you and I enquire 


What has been our paſt Deſire. 


On what Shepherd you have ſmil'd, 
Or what Nymph I have beguil'd; 
Leave it to the Planets too, 

What we ſhall hereafter do: 

For the Joys we now may prove, 
Take Aavice of preſent Love : 


| Quickly ſcize the golden Hour, 


Seize it while it's in our Pow'r. 


SONG 


22 A Cull:Fion of Favourite New Songs. 
SONG XVIII. 


LE on Love, it not befits, 
Any Maiden in her Wus ; 
Lafſſes never let us ſhow it, 
Laſſes never let us ſhow eit: 
Never mind the am'rous Swain, 


Straus and Feathers fill the Brain, 


Of the Lover and the Poet, 
Of the Lover and the Poet. 


Single Life is oft a Curſe, 
Bur a married State is worſe ; 
Full of Plagues, of Cares and Evil, 
Full of Plagues, of Cares and Evil ; 
Feaſt not Sots on Beauties Charms, 
Nor ſhall Cowards fill our Arms; 
No, I'd rather have the D-—], 
No, I'd rather have the Dl. 


But give me the Man of Worth, 
More of Merit than of Birth; 
Strong and active, bold and jolly, 
Strong and active, bold and jolly ; 


Who can pleaſe, or who defend, 
Be the Lover and the Friend ; 

Free from Vice and free from Folly, 
Free from Vice and free from Folly. 


SONG XIX. 


OVELY Celia, heavenly Maid, 
Kind, gentle, fair and frec, 
In all thy Sexes Charms array'd, 
How tew are found like thee ? 


Thy Image always fills my Mind, 
The Theme of ev'ry Song; 

Fm fix'd to thee alone, I find, 
Bur ask me not how long. 


The Fair in general I've admir'd, 


Have long been falſe and true ; 
And when the laſt my Fancy tir'd, 
It wander'd round to you, 


u while I can, I'll be ſincere, 

Turtles to their Mates ; | 

Chis Moment yours and mine, my Dear, 
The next you know 1s Fate's. 


SONG XX. 


e 


O yonder Beeches friendly Shade, 
Repair my Aura, lovely Maid! 
Ang while our Lambkins Frolick make, 
Thy Shepherd's Treaſure ſmiling take. 


14 | AIX. 
Where to my With thy Temples bound, 
How /:dia's Gems ſhould blaze around; 
Jet Wiſhes are but idle Breath, 
cept in Lieu a roſy Wreath. 


tad I proud Perſia at my Beck, 

What gaudy Robes my Fair ſhou'd deck; 
Hut as it is vouchſafe to wear 

What once enn rapt my fleccy Care. 
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Of burniſh'd Gold, or filver fair, 

Thoſe Feet of thine ſhou'd Sandals bear ; 
But all I have I offer now, 
The Hide of Dap, thy favourite Cow, 


Said Aura, Sandals, Robes and Crowns, 

Are ſlender Proofs gaiuſt Fortune's Frowns 
We're Health and Eaſe Is Heaven ſcant ? 
Here take my Hand ——We've all we want. 


SONG XXL 


W ſhall Celia fly for Shelter ? 


In what fecret Grove or Cave: 
Sighs and Sonnets ſent to melt her, 
From the Young, the Gay, the Brave, 
Tho' with prudiſh Airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, ard till ſhe burns: 


Cupid ſhoots like . N Archer, 


W hereſoe'er the Damſel turns. 

Virtue, Yourh, good Senſe, and Beauty, 
If Diſcretion guide us not, 

Sometimes are the Ruſfian's Booty, 
Sametimes are the Boobys Lt? 


Now 
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24 A Collection of Favourite New Songs . 2 
Noi they're purchas'd by the Trader, 


Now commanded by the Peer; 
Now ſome ſubtle mean Invader, 
Wins the Heart, or gains the Far. 


O Diſcretion ! thou'rt a Jewel, 
Or our Grandmammas miſtake ; 


Stinting Flame by bating Fewel, 


Always careful and awake, 
Would you keep your Pearls from Tramplers, 
Weight the Licence, weigh rhe Banns ; 


Mark my Song upon your Samplers, 


Wear it on your Knots and Fans. 
SONG XXII. 


OW Pleaſure unbounded re ſounds o'er the 
Plains, | 
And brightens the Smiles of the Nymphs and the 
Swains, . 
As they follow the laſt Team of Harveſt along, 
And end all their Toils with a Dance and a Song. 


| 


| 


Gay Youth is the Spring-time, which all muſt i 


For Summer to ripen an Harveſt of Love: 


\ 


Poſſe ſo'd of the Plenty that bleſſes the Year, 
Bleak Winter's Approach they behold without Fe: 
And when Tempeſts rattle and Hurricanes roar, 
Enjoy what they have, and nc'er languiſh for mo 


Dear Chloe, from them let us learn to be wiſe, 
And uſe ev'ry Moment of Life as it flies; 


P roVe, 


Our Hearts then a provident Care ſhould engage, 


o lay Friendſhip in Store for the Winter of As: 8 
W hoſe Frowns ſhall diſarm e'en Chloe's bright E. 


Damp the Flame in my Boſom and pall ev'ry Joy. 
SONG XXII. 


KE CIT ATI V R. 


Wee much thy Reaſons prove, 


Tho' dear is Liberty, much dearer Love: 
Reſiſt, deny, diſſemble all we can, 
Still we incline to truſt the Traitor Man. 
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Not Liberty's ſublimeſt Joys, 
Not Cupid's ever- pleaſing Toys, 
Can all the yielding Soul poſſe ſs, 
And purchaſe real Happineſs. 


2 The greateſt Bliſs that Tongue can tell, 
Conſiſts alone in chuſing well: 
> Hence, ev'ry Rapture to improve, 
Ueav'n gave us Reaſon ; Nature, Love. 


i When Reaſon takes Love's willing Hand, 
And Vẽmen joins the ſacred Band; 
Ihen only, then the Price we give, 


For which the Wiſe may wiſh to live. 


& SONG XXIV. 
OW the genial Spring appears, 
bh With tair Flowers of ev'ry Huey 
new - Drops ev'ry Valley wears, D 
Fillies white and Violets blue; 
8 5 w-drops ev'ry Valley wears, 
Lillies white and Vialets blue. 


> 


7 
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Roſes bluſhing on the Spray, 
Honey of ſweer Woodbines made, 
Honey ot ſweer Woodbines made: 
Ladies, theſe all ſeem to ſay, 
Ik not pluck'd, we ſoon ſhall fade. 


Bluſhing red, and pureſt white, 
O'er the Hedge or in the Lawn, 
Pretrily to Love invite, 
Showing Woman in her Daun; 
Prettily to Love invite, | 
Showing Woman in her Dawn. 


Cherries, killing as they grow, 


Cowllips, ſpringing in the Shade, 
Cowllips, ſpringing in the Shade; 
Ladies, Emblems theſe of you : 
Pluck us ſay, or we ſhall fade; 
Ladies, Emblems theſe of you, 
Pluck us ſay, or we ſhall fade. 


SONG XXV. 


FF o'er the cruel Tyrant Love, 


A Conqueſt I belicv'd, 
The flatt'ring Error ceaſe to prove, 
Q ! let me be deceiv'd, 


Forbear 


Forbear to fan the gentle Flame, 
Which Love did firſt create; 

W har was my Pride is now my Shame, 
And muſt be rurn'd to Hate: 

Then call not to my wav'ring Mind, 
The Weakneſs of my Heart; 

Which, ah! I feel, too much inclin d 
To take the Traitor's Part. 


SONG XXVI. 
RECITATIVX. 


IR Chloe, proud and young, 
The faireſt Tyrant of the Plain, 
Laugh'd at her adoring Swain. 
He ſadly figh'd She gally ſung, 
And wanton, thus reproach'd his Pain, 


AIR. 


Leave we, filly Shepherd, go; 
You only tell me what 1 knows 
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| But . ſmil'd, and thus ſhe call'd him back abr 5 * 1 


You view a thouſird Charms in me; 8 
Then ceaſe thy Pray'rs, VII kinder grow, wa 
When I can view ſuch Charms in thee. 
Leave me, filly Shepherd, go; 
You only tell me what I know: 
You view a thouſand Charms 1 in me. 


RE CIT ATI VE. 


Amyntor, fir'd by this Diſdain, 
Curs'd the proud Fair, and broke his Chan; 
He rav'd, and at the Scorner ſwore, 4. 
And vow'd, he'd be Love's Fool no more 9 


AIR. 


Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 

Nov thou art a Man, I love thee, 

And without a Bluſh reſign : 
But ungrateful is the Paſſion, 
And deſtroys our Inclination, 

When, like Slaves, our Lovers whine, 
Shepherd, this I've done to prove thee, 
Now thou art a Man, I love thee, 

And without a Bluſh reſign. _ 
$O0\ 


Wo...) 
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SONG XXVII. 


T Ceaſe to haunt the ſhady Grove; 
ty think no more of dying, 
*Polly's Pride has cur'd thy Love 


eav'nly Reaſon now direct me, 
From thy Laws no more I'll reve; 
Thy ſweet Power ſhall now protect me, 
Bainſt the fierce Aſſaults of Love. 
Ob! I'm bluſhing at my Folly, 
When with ardent Vows | ſtrove, 
To inftru&t the Heart of Polly 

How to ſigh, and how to love. 


She hard-hearted, haughty Creature, 
No endearing Words cou'd move; 

_Exuel Frowns fill'd ev'ry Feature, 
At each Word and Look of Love. 


But, thank Heaven! my Folly ceaſes, 
Sighs are from my Boſom drove; 
p the ſweet Reflection pleaſes, 
Thus to live, and laugh at Love! 


Ps 


SA” 


7 ENTLE Heart, give over ſighing, 


A Colledlion¶ of Faugtrite New Soros, 
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| 


Ah! what Nymoh is this Way coming ! 
How majeftick does ſhe move! 

Cheeks like new-blown Roſes blooming ; 
Ah! my Hear: !-——beware of Love. 


Oh! "tis Polly ! But, amazing! 
Smiles o'er all her Beauties rove! 

And her Eyes with Tranſvort gazing, 

_ Fill d with Sweerneis, fill'd with Love. 


Now ſhe ſtands with Arms extended, 
By my Paſſion I am drove; | 


: Ev'ry Pow'r of Reaſon's ended | 


Farewel Reaſon — welcome Love. 


SONG XN. 
1 Primroſe now uprears its Head, 


The Hyacinth and Vi'let blue, 
In all their Gaiety we view; 
Sce Flora all her Treaſures bring, 


{| Lo deck the verdent Top of Spring. 


D 2 


The yellow Cow{lip paints the Mead, 


Ev'n 


9 
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Ev'n Colin, as he home ward plods, 


Slow pacing o'er his kindred Clods, 
Now whiſtles ſhrill a merrier Note, 
And turns to Muſick his rough Throat, 
And firives in ruſtick Lays to ſing, 
And celebrate the Gueſts of Spring. 


Ye Flowers that pleaſe the gazing Eye, 


Whoſe charming Bloom will quickly die; 
As Chloe marks your ſwift Decay, 
Thus to the Maid this Leſſon ſay ; 


Our Charms returning Seaſons bring, 
The rural Beauties of the Spring. 


Haſte, Zephyr, where the Jeſſ'mine grows, 


Go ſteal the Perfume from the Roſe ; 
Rob ev'ry Flow'r of ev'ry Sweet, 
And then my Chloe haſte to meet; 

In Whiſpers tell how ſweer a Thing 


Ts Love, in Life's delightful Spring. 


Then, Colin, as thou plod'ſt along, 
Be this the Moral of my Song ; 


| Welcome 5 comes on 
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How ſoon the fleeting Seaſons end ? 
How Autumn Fruits on Spring depend? 
Teil her to heed the Truth you ſing, 


And make the moſt of Life's ſhort Spring, 


SONG XXIX. 


IGHT), to Lovers Joys a Friend, 
Swiftly thy Aſſiſtance lend; 
Lock up envious ſeeing Day, 

Bring the willing Youth away: 
Haſte and ſpeed the tedious Hour, 
To the ſecret happy Bow'r; 
Then my Heart for Bliſs prepare ; 
7. byrſis, ſurely, will be there. 


See! the hateful Day is gone, 

Soon to meet my Dear I fly, f 
None but Love ſhall then be by: 
None ſhall dare to venture near, 

To tell the plighted Vows they hear; 
Parting thence will be the Pain, 

But we'll part to meet again. 


7 1 
> 
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Dor't you feel a pleaſing Smart 
zently ſtealing to your Heart? 

ndly hope and fondly ſigh, 

r my Shepherd oft do | 5 

With in Hymen's Bands to join, 

de yours, and you be mine: 
Tell me, Thyrſis, tell me this; 

Tell me then; and tell me, yes. 


*Farewel, loic'ring, idle Day, 

To my Dear I hie away; 

the Wings of Love J go, 

He the ready Way will ſhow. 

Pace, my Breaſt, nor Danger fear, 
Tove and Thyrſzs both are near. 
is the Youth ! I'm ſure *tis he! 
Might, how much I owe to thee ! 
x SD MSG XR 
In JJ 
II HEN Bacchus, jolly God invites 
1 To revel in his Ev'ning Rites; 
It vain his Altar I ſurround, 
"#bo with Burgundian Incenſe crown'd: 


7 


And thus with me, by am'rous Stealth, 


| 1 Cupid's fam'd School would you take a Decree? 


To ruin and pleaſe ev'ry Method he tries, 


To your Humour and Taſte he ſtill varies his Dart, 
| And fleals thro' your Eyes and your Ears to your 


29 
No Charms has Wine without the Laſs, 
Tis Love gives Reliſh to the Glals, 


| . 
While all around with jocund Glee, 
In Brimmers toaſt their fav'rite She; 
Tho“ ev'ry Nymph my Lips proclaim, 
My Hear: till whiſpers Chloe's Name: 


Still ev'ry Glaſs is Chloe's Health, 
SONG XXXI. 


Young Maids, you muſt learn a ſoft Leſſon of me: 
Scarce blows on your Cheeks the Roſe of Fifteen, 
E'er Love, that falſe Traitor, attacks you unſeen; 


A Friend in Pretence, but a Foe in Diſguiſe. 
Does your Fancy incline to Wealth, Title or Dress? 


Does your Pulſe beat to Pleaſure, or fink at Diſtreſs? 


Heart; 
Da: Beware 
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Beware then, and learn from the Fair Ones of old 
To harden like Trees and like Rivers grow cold, 


From the formal grave Dunce, who goes moping all 


Day ; Fe i 
From the Fop who ſtill prates, but has nothing to 
„ | | 8 
From the Soldier fo fierce, juſt arriv'd from the 
Wars, FP | 


Whoſe Tongue runs on Battles, on Dangers and 


Scars: 


From the Rake, who inſults the poor Nymph he be- 


tray'd ; 125 
From theſe pray, kind Cid, deliver each Maid. 


But find out the Lover, whoſe Paſſion can tend 
Jo the Bliſs of your Life, from Beginning to End; 
If the Stamp of true Merit and Honour he wears, 


Away Girls, away with your Doubts and your 
Fears: | 


Think why you were mide, and reſolve to be kind, 
For Es youll give, and the Bleſſings you'll 


SONG XXXII. 


ARK, the Birds begin their Lay, 
Flow'rs deck the Robe of May; 
See the little Lambkins bound, 
Playful o'er the Clover Ground : 
While the Heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow Cowſlips blow. 


Now the Nymphs and Swains advance 
O'er the Lawn, in feſtive Dance; 
Garlands, from the Hawthorn Bough, 
Grace the happy Sheph-rds Brow : 

W hile the Lafles in Array, 

Wait upon the Queen of May, 


Innocence, Content and Love, - | 


Fill the Meadows and the Grove; 


Mirth, that never wears a Frown; 
Health, with Sweetneſs all her own: 
Labour puts on Pleaſure's Smile, 


| And pale Care forgets his Toil. 


3 
5 * 
ra * 
1 
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Ah! what Pleaſure Shepherds know, 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow ; 
Love improves each happy Hour, 
Grandeur has not ſach in Store : 
Learn Ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is Innocence. 


SONG XXXIII. 


ITH Women and Wine I defy ev'ry Care, 
F For Life without theſe is a Bubble of Air, 
For Lite without theſe, &c. | 

Fach helping the other, in Pleaſure I roll, 

And a new Flow of Spirits enlivens my Soul, 
Fach helping the other, &. 


Let grave ſober Mortals my Maxims condemn, 
never ſhall alter my Conduct for them, 
never ſhall alter, c. | 


I care not how much they my Meaſures decline, 


x 
t 2 2 
_ 
5:46; 


care not how much, ec. 
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et'em have their own Humour, and I will have mine, 


1 


Wine prudently us'd will our Senſes improve, 


Tis the Spring- tide of Life, and the Fuel of Love, 

"Tis the Spring- tide of Life, &c. 

And Venus ne er look'd with a Smile ſo divine, 

As when Mars bound his Head with a Branch from 
the Vine. 


And Venus ne'er look'd, &c. 


Then come, my dear Charmer, thou Nymph half | 


Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, next pledge me with Wine, 


Firſt pledge me with Kiſſes, &c. 
Then giving and taking, in mutual Return, 


The Torch of our Loves ſhall eternally burn. 
Then giving and taking, Oc. 


But ſhou'dſt thou my Paſſion for Wine diſapprove, 
My Bumper I'll quit to be bleſs'd with thy Love, 
My Bumper, Se. 


For rather than forfeit the Joys of my Laſs, 


My Bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my Glaſs. 
For rather than forfeit, S. | 


. SONG 
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SONG XXXIV. 


DAPHNE. 
Rithee, Damon, haſte away; 
Why ſhould you my Ruin prove! 
Come again another Day, | 


And we then will talk of Love. 
Come again, &c. 


I > 2-þ « 
Lovely Daphne, why ſo coy, 
_ To a Swain that loves ſo true! 
All I mean——is mutual Joy; 


All I love——is only you. 
All I mean, Sc. 


. | DAPHNE. 
Gentle Damon, leave me now . 
I'll my real Thoughts impart: 
Hear my Promiſe hear my Vo W- 


None with you ſhall ſhare my Heart, 
Hear my Promiſe, c. 


1 


DAMON, 


1] See the Church on yonder Hill ; 


Thither, Daphne, let's repair: 
Damon's Heart ne'er meant thee III ; 

Hymen's Bands ſhall join us there. 
Damon's Heart, &c. 


DAPHNE. 


De areſt Damon, take my Hand; 


Long you have my Heart polleſs'd 


| Wealth and Titles I'd withſtand 


Damon's Love can make me bleſs'd. 


| Wealth and Titles, Sc. 


DAMON. 
Would ye, Swains, be bleſs'd indeed ? 
To the Nymph you love be true, 
DAPHNE. 


Would ye, Nymphs, in Love ſucceed ? 
Bleſs the Swain that's true to you, 


| Would ye, Nymphs, sc. 
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SONG XXXV. 
AT ER parted from the Sea, 


o the bubbling Fount may flee, 
Or thro' fertile Valleys glide: 
Tho", in Search of ſoft Repoſe, 

XZ Thro' the Land 'tis free to roam; 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
anting for its native Home. 
FTho', in Search, &c. 


1 SONG XXXVI. 


4s Pity's ſofter Claim remove; 
"pare a Heart that's juſt expiring, 
x Forc'd by Duty, rack'd by Love. 
Fach ungentle Thought ſuſpending, 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft Breaſt ; 
Nor with Rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh Sorrows on th Oppreſs d. 


et uot Rage, Ee, 


+ 
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no 
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May increaſe the River's Tide ; 


IF ET not Rage thy Boſom firing, 


I, alas! at once have loft, 


Heav'n, that ev'ry Joy has croſs'd, 
Ne'er my wretched State can mend ; 


Father, Brother, Lover, Friend. 
Let not Rage, &c, 


ASTE hither 


While Star-ey'd Venus ſweetly ſmiles, 


And all your Cares the Hours begulles. 


While on her Checks the Roſes glow, 


See, how around her purple Shrine, 
Tac Loves and Graces all entwine. 


Hark ! how around the Muſes fing ! 


| And wake the Flute, and touch the String; 


While by th' entrancing Melody, 


1 


Our Thoughts are thrill'd to Extacy ! 


SONG XXXVIL 


33 


| haſte, where gay Delight 
Diſpels the ebon Gloom of Night; 


And breathe their Sweets o'er Hills of Snow 3; 


SONG 
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SONG XXXVIII. 
Y Daddy was gone to the Market two Mile, 
I MyMammy was gone to theMiller's the while; 
In came my dear Johnny, and this was his Saying, 
Lay by your Wheel, Betſy, come hither a Maying. 


J anſwer'd him, No; 'twus a Folly to ask, 

My Mammy had ſet me to ſpinning a Task: 
Quoth he, cut the Tether, Dear, ſer the Cow ſtr2ying ; 
We'll tie her up ſafely, whilſt we are a Maying. 


His Method I took, then how could I forbear, 


I lov'd him too well to think falſely he'd ſwear: 


He preſt my Lips gently, the Fool fell to play ing; 
The Time ran ſo ſweetly we did not go Maying. 
My Daddy ne'cr ask'd me a Word where I'd been; 
My Mammy 1 told I'd the Cow to fetch in: 


She ſaid, ſhe was ſure I'd been ſome where delaying, 


But never ſuſpected that I'd been a Maying. 


If 70bnny proves true, as I think that he will, 
The Market I'll bleſs and I'll honour the Mill, 


? 
i 


| 


That kept my old Daddy and Mammy fo ſtayin 
| When I was perſwaded by Johnny a Maying. 


$ONG XXXIX. 


HE Sun thro' low'ring Clouds at laſt, 
Will force its ſhining Ray; 
So you have from my anxious Breaſt, 


| Chac'd ſullen Grief away; 
| a Heart your Prize 1s made ſecure, 


| | Tho! fome unwillingly endure, 


| 


rom every other Pain; 


I glory in my Chain, 


O! could I tell how much I love, 


Since caught by Cupid's Wiles ; 


My faithful Paſſion you'd approve, 


| 
| 
| 


| 


DOSS 


And bleſs me with your Smiles: 
But as no Language can expreſs, 
Nor 'Tongue can ſpeak my Pain ; 
In Pity to my ſad Diſtreſs, 
Love and be lov'd again. 


5 SONG XL. 
Told my Nymph, I told her true, 


ile fault'ring Accents ſpoke my Fear, 
Mc Hlavia might not prove ſincere. 


MCrops deſtroy'd by vernal Cold, 

vag rant Sheep that left my Fold! 

ger hcic ſhe heard yet ſore to hear 
ind was not Flavia then ſincere ? 


law, chang'd by Fortune's fickle Wind, 
Fic Friends I lov'd became unkind—— 
heard, and ſhed a generous Tear; 
ind is not Flavia then ſincere: 


lov, if ſhe deign'd my Love to bleſs, 

Flavia muſt not hope for Dreſs —— 
Mis too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
Ac Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. 


8 ſhear your Flocks, ye jovial Swains, 
ag rcap the Plenty of your Plains; 


{ Wm 
A 


My Fields were ſmall, my Flocks were fe y; 


| 
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De ſpoil'd ef all which you revere, 
I know my Flavia's Love ſincere. 


SONG KXLI. 
OPE! thou Nurſe of fond Deſire, 
Fairy Promiſer of Joy; 
Painted Vapour, glow-worm Fire, 
Temp'rate Sweet, that nc'er can cloy. 


Hope! thou Earneſt of Delight, 
Softeſt Soother of the Mind; 

Balmy Cordial, Proſpect bright, 

Sureſt Friend the Wretched find. 


Kind Deceiver, flatter ſtill, 
Deal out Pleaſures unpoſſeſt; 
With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 

And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. 


| | SONG XLII. 

II Infancy our Hopes and Fears 
Were to each other known; 

No ſordid Int'reſt then appears, 


Affection rules alone. 


As 


As Friendſhip ripen'd with our Youth, 


The Fruit was gather'd there; | 


Bright Wiſdom and fair blooming Truth, 


vubſided ev'ry Care. 


Ah! happy, more than happy State, 

Where Hearts are twin'd in one; 
Vet few, ſo rigid is our Fate, 

May wear the tender Crown: 
By one rude Touch the Roſes fall, 
And all their Beauties fade; 

In vain we ſigh, in vain we call, 

Too late is human Aid. 


SONG XLIII. 


HE Women all tell me I'm falſe to my Laſs, 
| That I quit my poor Coe, and ftick to my Glaſs : 


Bur to you, Men of Reaſon, my Reaſons I'll own ; 
And it you don't like them, why let them alone. 


| Altho'I have left her, the Truth I'll declare, 


believe ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair; 
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The Miſchicfs that wait upon Rivals in Love: 


But Goodneſs and Charms in a Bumper I ſec, rt 
That makes it as good and as charming as the. FX 


My Cle had Dimples and Smiles I muſt own, | 
But tho' ſhe could ſmile, yer in Truth ſhe co 

frown : | 7 
But tell me, ye Lovers of Liquor divine, 
| Did you c'er ſee a Frown in a Bumper of Wine?! 


Her Lillies and Roſes were juſt in their Prime, 
vet Lillics and Roſes are conquer'd by Time; 
But in Wine from its Age ſuch a Benefit flows, 
| That we like it the better, the older it grows. 


They tell me my Love would in Time have be 

cloy'd, © 
And that Beauty's inſipid when once 'tis enjoy'd; 
Bur in Wine I both Time and Enjoyment defy, 
For the longer I drink, the more thirſty am 1, 


Let Murders, and Battles, and Hiſtory prove 


l 


8 


"IF 
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Bat in drinking, thank Heaven, no Rival contends, 


the more we love Liquor, the more we are 
Friends. -- 


too might have poiſon'd the Joy of my Life, 


Wich Nurſes, and Babies, and Squalling, and Strife; 
. my Wine neither Nurſes nor Babies can bring, 
Add a big-belly'd Bottle's a mighty good Thing. 


Wc ſhorten our Days when with Love we engage; 
* 


brings on Diſeaſes, and haſtens old Age: 

t Wine from grim Death can its Voraries fave, 
d keep our t'other Leg, when there's one in the 
Grave. 


Perhaps, like her Sex, ever falſe to her Word, 
e had left me—to get an Eftate, or a Lord: 


1 t my Bumper, regarding nor Title, nor Pelf, 
Will ſtand by me while I can't ſtand by my elf. 


Then let my dear Cle no longer complain; 


S c's rid of her Lover, and I of my Pain; 
r in Wine, mighty Wine, many Comforts I ſpy : 


Spould you doubt what I ſay—take a Bumper and try, | 


| 


37 
SONG XLIV. 
O longer ler whimſical Songſters compare 
The Merits of Wine with the Charas of the 
Fair ; | 
appeal to the Men, to determine between 
A tun-bellied Bacchus, and Beauty's fair Queen. 


The Pleaſure of Drinking henceforth I reſign, 
For tho"there is Mirth, yet there's Madneſs in Wine; 
Then let no falſe Sparkles our Senſes beguile, 
Tis the Mention of Ce that makes the Glals ſmile. 


Her Beauties with Rapture my Senſes inſpire, 


And rhe more I behold her, the more I admire: 


| Bur the Charms of her Temper and Mind I adore ; 


"Theſe Virtues ſhall bleſs me, when Beauty's no more. 


A Sor, as he riots in Liquor, will cry, 

© The longer I drink the more thirſty am I," 
From this fair Confeſſion, tis plain, my good Friend, 
You're a 'Toper eternal, aud drink to no End, 


[.cr the Men of all Nations, but /raly, prove, 
The Bleſlings chat wait upon Beauty and Love; 


1 But 
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But in Roving, alas! one unfortunate Bout, 


Will rob us of Vigour, and give us the Gour. 


How happy our Days when with Love we engage? 
is the T'ranſport of Youth, and the Comfort of Age: 
ur what are the Joys of the Bottle or Bowl ? 

Wine tickles the Palate—Love bleſſes the Soul. 


Then let us no longer conſume the bright Day, 
In drinking our Health, and our Senſes away; 
bor Wine, tho' (o ſtrong, will deprive us of Mig hr, 
And leave us no Oil in our Lamp for the Night. 


Your big-belly'd Bottle may raviſh your Eye, 

But how, fooliſh you'll look when your Bottle is dry? 
Vor in Woman, for ever, Bliſs flows like a Spring; 
Nuy, the Stoicks muſt own, that ſhe is the good Thing. 


e good Wine, yet ſome Praiſe we may juſtly afford, 
For a Lime 1t will make one as great as a Lord: 
But Woman tor ever yields Rapture to Man; 
And 111 ting of the Ladies, as long as J can. 


| The Morning is up, and the Cry of the Hounds, 


Or lamenting aloud as 1 rove, 
Since Plabe is no longer here ? 


SONG XLV, My 
HE echoing Horn calls the Sportſinen abroad, N 
'T'o Horſe, my brave Boys, and away; Het 
Upbraids our too redious Delay. 
What Pleaſure we find in purſuing the Fox, 
O'er Hill, and der Valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him — Huzza! 
'I'he Traitor is ſciz'd on, and dies. | 


Triumphant returning at-Night with the Spoil, 
Like Bacchanals, Nouting and gay; 8 
How ſweet with a Bottle and Laſs to refreſh, 
And loſe the Fatigues of the Day. | | 
With Sport, Love, and Wine, fickle Fortune defy ; 
Dull Wiſdom all Happineſs fours : _ 
vince Lite is no more than a Paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew the Way over with Flow'rs, 


SONG XLVI. 


\ [HAT Shepherd, or Nymph of the Grove, 
Can blame me for dropping a Tear; 
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blocks, if at Random they ſtray, 

: Nhat Wonder, if ſhe's from the Plains? 
Het Hand they were wont to obey, 
"Sc rul'd both the Sheep and the Swains. 


lever forgot how we flray'd, 
To rhe Foot of yon neigibouring Hill; 
che Bow'r we had built in the Shade, 
Or the Kiver that runs by rhe Mill? 
There ſweet by my Side as the lay, 
And heard the fond Stories Iod; 
How ſweet was the Thruſh from the Spray, 


oft wou'd I ſpy out a Charm, 

Which before had been hid from my View? 
Md while Arm was enfolded in Arm, 

*My Lips ro her Lips how they grew ! 

low long the ſweet Conteſt wou'd laſt, 

ill the Hours of Retirement and Reſt ; 
What Pleaſures and Pains each had paſt, 


3 ho longelt had lov'd, and who beſt ? 


8 
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No Changes of Place or of Time, 
felt, when my Fair One uss near; 


Alike was each Weather and Clime, 


Each Seaſon that chequer'd the Year : 
In Winter's rade Lap did we freeze? 

Did we melt on the Boſom of May? 
Each Morn brought Contentment and Eaſe, 

If we roſe up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond Wiſhes cou'd ask ; 
She had all the kind Gods cou'd impart ; 
She was Nature's moſt beautiful Task, 
The Deſpair and the Envy of Art. 
There all rhat is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſs'd; 
For the Graces were thron'd in her Eyes, 
And the Virtucs all lodg'd in her Brealt, 


5 SONG XLVII. 
FTEL LA told me Yeſterday, 


Struggling, panting out of Breath 
Shepherd, what d'ye mean, I pray; 
Wou'd you rumble me to Death? 
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40 
You tare my Gown, you ſpoil my Hair; 
_ II ne'cr was freated fo before; 
I wonder how theſe Tricks you dare! 
Begone ! or ſee my Face no more, 


With ſuch fierce Looks and Words diſplay'd, 


The frighted Shepherd ſtood aghaſt ; 
A thouſand poor Excuſes made, 
In hopes to ſooth the Fair at laſt, 
Indeed I did not mean amiſs; 
Forgive this raſh Offence, he cry'd; 
I'll go next Time without a Kiſs, 
But could not then, altho' I'd dy d. 


To hear and ſee you every Day, 


To view thoſe Eyes like Di'monds bright, 


Will tempt one's Wiſh to go aſtray, 
And make it languiſh for Delight : 
Bur who your Touch unmov'd can bear, 
Miuſt, or be more, or leſs than Man; 
It makes one think of Heav'n, I ſwear ; 


w 
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| Fly round, and coquet it as ſhe does, 


| Diſcontent and haggard Care, 


5 SONG XLVIII. 
HE May- Day of Life is for Pleaſure, 
For Singing, for Dancing and Show 3 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a Treaſure, 
In fighing and crying, heigh-ho! 


Let's copy the Birds in the Meadows, 
By her's tune your Pipe when 'tis low; 


And never fit crying — heigh-ho! 
Though then in the Arms of a Lover, 
It ſometimes may happen I know, 

That when all our Toying 1s over, 
We cannot help crying, heigh-ho ! 
In Age, every one a new Part takes; 
I find, to my Sorrow, *tis ſo ; | 
When old, yon may cry 'till your Heart aches, 69 
But no one will mind you———heigh-ho ! 
; SONG XLIX. 
AREWEL Sorrow, farewel Pain, 
We will now to drink again; 


Condemn me, Stella, if you can. Find no Entrance where we are. 


han Nature will decay, 

Ks ſweet Pleaſures hafte away; 
one then, Mortals, let's be wiſe, 
ent Time we ough to prize. 
ve the Pride of Pomp and State, 
Jabreatment dwells not with the Great: 
t we're happier far then they, 
Man living can gainſay. 


Bakchus chears the drooping Heart, 
Joy and Raptures can impart; 

Moe drain the flowing Bowl, 

wich Tranſports fall the Soul, 


Wine new Spirits does create, 
Poor to Kings does elevate ; 
areateſt Praiſes then are thine, 
Wy, ſparkling, generous Wine. 


More the Bottle, fill the Glaſs, 

Is the pleaſing Minutes paſs: 
1&9 al Fellows, drink about; 

WE |! have more when this is out. 
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SONG. It 


AN the weak Taper's fechle Rays, 
Or Lamp tranſmit the San's bright Blaze? 
Ono! then ſay how ſhall I, 
In Words, be able to expreſs, 
My Love ir burns to ſuch Exceſy, 
I almoſt die for Sally. 


| When late I wander'd o'er the Plain, 


From Nymph to Nymph, I ſtrove in vai 

My wild Deſires to rally: | 
But now they're of themſelves come Home; 
And, ſtrange, no longer ſeek to roam, 


They center all in Sally. 


Vet the, unkind One, damps my Joy, 

And cries, I court but to defkroy; 
Can Love with Ruin tally ? 

By thoſe dear Lips, thoſe Eyes, I ſwear, 

I would all Deaths, all Torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally, 


Come then, O come, thon ſweeter far 
Then Jeſſamines and Roſes are, 


1 : Or 
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42 
Or Lillies of the Valley; 

O follow Love, and quit your Fear, 

He'll guide you o theſe Arms, my Dear, 
And make me bleſs d in Sally, 


S.ONG LI. 


DAMON. 


ASTE, Sylvia, haſte, my charming Maid ! 
Let's leave theſe faſhionable Toys; 

Le:i's ſeek the Shelter of ſome Shade, | 

And revel in ne'er-fading Joys. 
See Spring, in Liv'ry gay appears, 

And Winter's chilly Blaſts are fled ; 
Each Grove its leafy Honours rears, 

And Meads their Jovely Verdure ſpread? 


. 


Yes, Damon, glad I'll quit the Town, 


Its Gaiĩties now languid ſeem; 
Then Sweets, to Luxury unknown, 
We'll taſte, and ſip th' untainted Stream. 
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In wake my Love to view the Lawn, 


In Summer's ſultry noon-tide Heat, 
I'm] lead thee to the ſhady Grove; 
There huſh thy Cares, or pleas'd repeat 
Thoſe Vows that won my Soul to Love. 
= DAMON. 
When o'er the Mountain peeps the Dawn, 
And round her ruddy Beauties play, 


Or hear the Warblers hail the Day. 
For, without thee, the riſing Morn 
In vain awakes the cooling Breeze 
In vain does Nature's Face adorn; 
Without my Sylvia, nought can pleaſe. 


SYLPT IA. 
Ar Night, when univerſal Gloom 
Hides the bright Proſpects from our View; 
When rhe gay Groves give up their Bloom, 
And verdant Meads their lovely Hue: 
Tho' fleeting Spectres round me rove, 
When in thy circling Arms impreſt, 


FI buſh my riſing Fears with Love, 1 
And fink in Slumber on thy Breaſt. 1 


: DAMON. 
The new-blown Roſe, whilſt on its Leaves, 
vet the bright ſcented Dew-Drop's found, 
Neas'd on thy Boſom, whilſt it heaves, 
Shall ſhake its heav'nly Fragrance round, 
Then mingled Sweets rhe Senſe ſhall raiſe ; 
Then mingled Beauties catch the Eye; 
WW har Pleaſure on ſuch Charms to gaze! 
What Rapture *midſt ſuch Sweets to lic! 
9 S # I 4 
How ſweer thy Words !—Bur, Damon, Ceaſe, 
Nor ſtrive to fix me ever here; 
Too well you know theſe Accents pleaſe, 
That oft have fill'd my raviſh'd Ear. 
Tome, lead me to theſe promis'd Joys, 
That dwelt ſo lately on thy Tongue; 
Direct me by thy well-known Voice, 
And calm my Tranſports with thy Song 
| SONG Ul. 

H! how doat on that dear Face, 
Y The youthful Strephon cries ; 
Where every Charm and every Grace, 
Commands a thouſand Sighs. 


| 
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Why ſhould thy Smiles ſuch Joy impart ; 

Thy Frowns ſuch Anguiſh give ? 

Ob! ſpeak, and-caſe my tortur'd Heart, 
For on thy Smiles I live. | 


To Cælia thus the Shepherd ſpoke : 
W hen thus the Nymph replics ; 
Tis all a Farce, tis all a Joke, 
I read it in your Eyes. 


| Ceaſe, Strephon, ceaſe thy flatt'ring Wiles ; 


And, prithee, be ar quiet ; 
My gentle Looks and dimpled Smiles, 
VW ou'd prove but ſlender Diet. 


SONG LIII. 


ELL me no more I am deceiv'd, 
That Cloe's falſe and common; 
1 always knew, at leaft believ'd, 
She was a very Woman : 
As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs'd, 
She ſtill was conſtant when poſleſs'd ; 
She cou'd do more for no Man, 
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Bur, 
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Bur, Oh! her Thoughts on others ran, 
And that you'll think a hard Thing; 
Perbe ps ſhe thinks yourſelf the Man, 

And what care I one Farthing. 
You ſay ſhe's falſe; I'm ſure ſhe's kind; 
I take her Body, you her Mind, 

Who has the better Bargain ? 


SONG LIV. 


RECITATIVE 
HE Chace is o'er, ard on the Plain, 
The Hounds the luſty Stag have lain ; 
Let the Horns, with ſprightly Tone, 
All our ſportive Pleaſures crown. 


' f 7 May 
Of Britons, thus the ancient Race, 
With nervous Toils purſue the Chace ; 
By no ungen'rous Thoughts con:roul'd, 
Their Hearts were honeſt, free, and bold, 


Their Hearts were honeſt, free, and bold. 
Of Britons, &c. 
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Like them again, no Slaves to Courts, 
Let Britons fill purſue their Sports; 
Like them again ſhall Britons be, 

As brave, as honeſt, and as free; 
Like them again ſhall Britons be, 

As brave, as honeſt, and as free, 


CU NG LY; 
Nrag'd with Delia's coy Diſdain, 
Deſpairing Damon ſwore, 
he'd now diſpel his am'rous Pain, 
Nor think of Woman more; 

But firſt each Pledge of former Love, 
Each Preſent he'd reclaim : | 
Then haſtens to the neighb'ring Grove, 

And thus addreſs'd the Dame: 


« Falle Fair, thou know'ſt that taper Crook, 

% That faithful Dog that guards thy Flock, 
« 'That Scrip too once were mine; 

« But fince my Love unheeded dies, 

« Since you no more the Giver prize, 


His Love and Gifts reſign,” 


irn milder Mien and ſmoother Brow, 
And well diſſembled Sighs, 

The Fair One meets the Shepherd now, 
And, bluſhing, thus replies: 


„ Whate'er thy fickle Fondneſs gave, 
hine Av'rice back again ſhall have; 
(„ But, Oh! remember, Swain, 
Wich ev'ry Gift a Kiſs you join'd, 
ge then thoſe Kiſſes now reſigu'd, 


Nor will I aught retain.“ | 


Thus ſaying, to the Youth ſhe flew, 
Around his Neck her Arms ſhe threw, 
ler Lips to his applied; 

Her ſwelling Boſom preſs'd to his, 
Infus'd her Soul at every Kils, 
Aud quite forgot her Pride. 


Wich Raptures joyful Damon hears, 

3 His Bliſs roo great to bear; | 

ben thus, with fault'ring Voice, he chears 
3 The penitential Fair: 
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| « Forgive, my Love! my Liſe my Joy! 
« Forgive thy rude, il|-manner'd Boy, 
« Who dar'd his Griefs diſplay ; 


| « My Crook, my Flock, my All, be thine 


„Let this, my Fair, be only mine, 
« To Love and to obey,” 


S$O0NG LVI. 
HE Lark's ſhrill Notes awake the Morn, 
The Breezes wave the ripen'd Corn ; 
The yellow Harveſt, fate from Spotl, 
Rewards the happy Farmer's Toll : 
The flowing Bowl ſucceeds the Fail, 
O'er which he tells the jocund Tale. 


SONG -LVII 
HE Flame of Love ſincere I felt, 
And icreen'd the Paſſion long; 
A Tyrant in my Soul it dwelt, 
But Awe ſuppreſt my Tongue: 
At length I told the deareſt Maid, 
My Heart was fix'd upon her; 
But think not I can love, ſhe ſaid, 
Nor 1, upon my Honour, 
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The Heart that once is roving caught, 


The prudent Nymph diſtruſts; 
And muſt it, for a yourhful Fault, 
Be ever deem'd unjuſt? _ 
So Celia judg'd, ſo Senſe decreed, 
And bade me ſtill to ſhun her; 
Your Suit, ſhe ſaid, won't here ſucceed; 
Ic won't, upon my Honour. 


Too long, I cry'd, I've been to blame, 


I with a Sigh confeſs ; 

But thou, who can'ſt the Rake reclaim, 
My new-born Paſſion bleſs: 

Had ev'ry Nymph like Celia prov'd, 

I could not have undone her; 

On thee, bright Maid, thou beſt beloy'd 
I doat, upon my Honour. 


Awhile the Fair my Suit repreſt, 
My Conſtancy to prove; 
Then, with a Bluſh, Conſent expreſt, 
And bleſt me with her Love: 


| 


| Suppoſe your Damon infincere ? 
To all the Circles of the Fair, 


To Church I led the blooming Fair, 
Enraptur'd that I'd won her; 

And now Life's ſweeteſt Joys we ſhare ; : 
We do, upon my Honour. 


SONG LVIII. 


FLORELL.: 4, firſt in Charms and Wit, 
In whole enchanting ſparkling Eyes 
All the bright Soul's Perfect ion ſit, 
And ſuch reſiſtleſs Magick lies : 
Oh can you, thus divinely fair, 


That grace rhe Courr, the Ball, the Play, 
Ler my lov'd doubting Nymph repair, 

And ev'ry ſhining Form ſurvey ; 
And if ſhe meets her Equal there, 
Conclude her Damon inſincere. 


Or if my Fair ſhould chance to paſs 
(What Art for Beauty's Uſe deſign'd) 

The bright, unſullied, faithful Glais, 
acſelt ; an Emblem of her Mind; 


[ t her behold her Image there, 
Mud own I can't be inſincere. 


let her ſurvey the roſy Bloom 

O'er all the lovely Face conteſt, 
3 kn let her ſparkling Eyes aſſume 

Z The Charms that rob my Soul of Reſt; 
4 * then, to bleſs my raviſh'd Ear, 
*Qontels I can't be inſincere. 


SONG LIX. 
HEN Pe lia on the Plain appears, 
; Aw'd by a Thouſand tender Fears, 
2 «01d approach, but dare not move; 
Fell me, my Heart, if this be Love? 


'henc'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd Ear, 
do other Voice bur her's can bear, 

o other's Wit but her's approve ; 

rell me, my Heart, if this is Love? 


If ſhe ſome other Swain commend, 
N [ | . . — 
ho I was once is fondeſt Friend, 
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That Inſtant Enemy I prove; 
Tell me, my Heart, if this is Love? 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt Spring or ſhady Grove; 
Tell mc, my Heart, if this is Love:? 


When arm'd with inſolent Diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'cr my Pain, 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; 


Tell me, my Heart, it this 1s Love? 


SONG LX. 


Orgive, ye Fair, nor take it wrong, 
If aught too much I do; 
0 


rmit me while 1 give my Songs 
To give a Leflon too: 


Let * that Heav'n-born Maid, 


Your Words and Actions grace; 
Tis this, and only this, can add 
New Luſtre to your Face. 


— = 

bd — 4 

. h — 
4 -_— * * 


2 
4 
» 


* — Ra 


4 — 


po 
— 


—— 
—— 
* 


* 3 — 
— 


12 s 


. ot EEE 


W _ -f mr, 2 — * 
8 


"18 


— "I 


4 yo anon, 


4 - i > * 
1 — A rar, OR er 


ve "i _ 
8 
— 


— a; 2 2 7 * I. Tz — I 

> N — an 
— „ 7 be 3 "- 7 . — 2 > 

C2 WS SEP" — 3 0 r 


"Tis this which paints the Virgin Cheeks 
Beyond the Pow'r of Art; 
And ev'ry real Bluſh beſpeaks 
The Goodneſs of the Heart: 
This Index of the virtuous Mind, 
Your Lovers will adore; 
"Tis this will leave a Charm behind 


When Bloom can charm no more. 


Inſpir'd by this, to idle Men 
With nice Reſerve behave : 
And learn, by Diſtance, to maintain 
The Pow'r your Beauty gave: 
For this, when Beauty mult decay, 


Your Empire will protect; 


The Wanron pleaſes for a Day, 
But ne'er creates Reſpect. 


With this their filly Jeſts reprove, 

W hen Coxcombs dare intrude ; 
Nor think the Man is worth your Love, 
Who ventures to be rude ; 
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Your Charms, when cheap, will ever pall ; 
They ſully with a Touch ; N 

And tho' you mean to grant not All, 

You often grant too much. 


But patient let each virtnous Fair 
Expect the gen'rous Youth, 
Whom Heav'n has doom'd her Heart to ſhare, 
And bleſs'd with Love and Truth: 
For him alone preſerve her Hand, 
And wait the happy Day, 
When he with Juſtice can command, 
And ſhe with Joy obey. 


SONG LXI. 


MY Damon firſt my Eyes beheld, © 
My Heart with ſecret Tranſport thrill', 
And pit-a-par it went: 
Young, artleſs, innocent and ſhy, 
So unexperienced was I, 5 
I wonder'd what it meant. 
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W henceter T met him on the Plain, 
d kiſs me, ſigh, and kiſs again, 
And ſweeteſt Tales invent: 
Kd then he'd tell me he muſt die, 
Gar, as I ſaw no Danger nigh, 

I wonder'd what he meant. 


To Nymphs, whom Years had wiſer made, 
Hold the render Things he ſaid, 

And of his ſad Complaint : 

BÞll well the render Things they knew, 
Er they, like me, had heard them too, 
Nor wonder'd what they meant. 


That Damon, by his Sex's Art, 
Might cauſe me to repent ; 

Ind that I ſhould deſire the Swain 
Jo tell me, when we met again, 
It he to wed me meant? 
W<joic'd, ſuch moo Advice to find, 
rip'd, to let him know my Mind, 


They anſwer'd, Love had touch'd my Heart, 
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| | Tho' fooliſh once, yet now 


EY | 


Acroſs the Mead intent: 
I told him, did he not deſign 


| With me in Hymen's Bands to join, 


I wonder'd what he meant. 
| 


The Youth, whoſe Love was aw'd by Fear, 
Grew rapturd, ſuch ſweet Sounds to hear: 
Straight to the Church we went. 
How wiſe we all by * grow! 
| know, 
I know what Damon meant. 


SONG ILXII. 


OUNG Colin ſought my Heart to win, 
And woo'd as Lovers wooe ; 5 
I, vers'd in all our Sex's Art, 
Did juſt as Maidens do: 
W hate'er he'd ſigh, whate'er he'd vow, 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 


And when he preſs'd his Fate to know, 


"Twas prithee, Fool, be quiet, 
"Twas prithee, Fool, be quiet, 
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_ Convinc'd he wou'd have teaz d me fill, 


And now, believe me, when I will, 


ec ä Cuolledtion F Fav 
Month after Month of am'rous Pain, 
He made a mighty Fuls ; 3 
Why if, you know, one loves a Swain 
Tis wrong to ſay one does: ö 
He told me, Paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing Diet; 
And pray what Anſwer could I give, 
But prithec, Fool, be quiet: 
But prithee, Fool, be quiet? 


At length he made a bold Eſſay, 


And, like a Man, he cry'd, | 


Thy Hand, my Dear; this very Day 
Shall Celia be my Bride. 


I cou'd not well deny it; | 


I make the Fool be quiet, 

I make the Fool be quiet. 

Lo SONG LXIlL. - 
EI all ye young Spirits of lively Addreſs, 


ourete Netw SY. 


| She'll ſee thro' the Fraud, and perceive it from Long 


YeArts that can Joy and Good-Humour ex- | They then loſe the Pow'r of diſtreſſing. 


preſs ; 


Come all the ſoft Numbers that Ovid has writ, 
To ſweeten my Language, inſpire my Wit; 
For theſe are all wanting my Flame to declare, 
Since Chloe, tho' pretty, is witty as fair. 


With Flatt'ry attempt not her Boſom to move, 


Her Wit is ſo ready, her Judgment ſo clear, . 
With a Look ſhe diſcovers the Falſe from Sincere. Mit. 
Tis Wiſdom and Truth then my Flame muſt dec 
Since Chloe, tho pretty, is witty as fair. 11 
KONG LXIV. 4 
WO Ears at a Time are too many for Uſe, 
When they're only the Inlet of Strife; 
But few they are found who, tho“ wiſe, would refuc 
To Nagel the fair Organs of Life: » 
Yet Deafneſs ſometimes of Advantage is found, 
Misfortunes may turn to a Bleſſing; 1 
For when Nonſence diſtracts, or when Tumults ſur. 
| round, 3 | | 4 
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Jac: 1 wiſely am taught to be deaf of one Ear, 
While the other for Uſe I employ : | 

I Gate I ſhur up againſt Trouble and Care, 

Ind the other keep open for Joy: 

Mien my Conſort begins her loud W indpipeto cicar, 
Vith a Peal would the World rend aſunder, 
Menely I fir, and I cock my deaf Ear, 

2D 1moy 'd 'mi aſt the Roar of the Thunder. 


Mrher Day comes a Dun, with, good Sir! you v 
4 kno W 
What ſay you? ſpeak louder a little: 

know, Sir, you borrow'd three ''welve-Nonths 
. ago 
Alas, Friend, can't hear a Title : 

Ju owe me Ten Pounds, then louder he cr:es, 
nd repeats it as ſtrong as he can; 

Point to my Ears, and lift up my Eyes, 

ill he hardly can think me the Man. 


Vas grave as a Don, cry, my Hearing's quite loſt; 
And my Money, ſays he, too, I fear : 

on him, tis Folly to talk to a Poſt, 

os he leaves me as mad as a Hare: 


5 


|. 
Of chilling Froſt and droping Rain. 


31 
Thus my Life, Night and Dav, in ſoft Indolence flows 
Scolding, Duining, nor Brawling I tear: 
Ye marry'd Men all, as ye wiſh for Repoſe, 
Be fure to be deaf of one Ear. 


SONG LXV. 
A RISE, my Celia; come away; 
1 Tuc cheartul Spring begins 'To-day : 
Bleak Winter's gone, with all her Train 


Amidſt the Verdure of the Mead, 

The Primroſe lifts her velvet Head ; 

The warbling Birds, the Woods among, 
Salute rhe Seaſon wich a Song. 125 


The cooing Turtles, in the Grove, 

Renew the tender Tales of Love: 

The Vines their infant Tendrils ſhoot : 

Tic Fig-Trees bud with early Fruit. 

All welcome in the genial Ray: 

Come, with thy Collin, come away: 
Together let us range the Fields, 


And view the Fruit the Vineyard yields. 


F 2 | There 


There in cloſe embowered Shades, 
By purling Rills on roſy Beds, 

Ne'er minding of the Noontide Ray, 
We'll love the ſultry Hours away. 


3 SONG LXVI. 
FTE LLA and Flavia ev'ry Hour 
| Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 

In Stella's Soul is all her Pow'r, 
And Flavia's in her Eyes. 
More boundleſs Flavia's Conqueſts are, 
And Srella's more confin'd : 82 


All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a heav'nly Mind. 


Stella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns 
Ofer cultivated Lands: | 
Like eaftern Tyrants Flavia deigns 
To rule o'er barren Sands. 
| Then boaſt, fair Flavia, boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's only Store ; ; 


Each Day that makes thy Charms decreaſe 


Will give to Hella more. 
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Such Rudeneſs !—T'il aſſure you, I'll aſſure 70% Y 


1 To be ſo much admir'd ; 


| SONG LXN VII. 
[7 OQUNG Colin ſought my Heart to gain; 

The Shepherd, loſt in Love, 
Each Morn he woo'd me on the Plain, 

Each Noon within the Grove; 

| Yer my Denial till was this, . 
\ Pſhaw! Man, I can't endure you; . 
And if he offcr'd bur to kiſs, 3 


| 


Such Rudeneſs !—Fl1l aſſure you. 


For twenty Youths, not he alone, 
The am'rous Flame confeſt; 
And, had I once been kind to one, 
| Im ſure I'd loſt the reſt: 
Beſide, he us'd no pretty Arts, 

But ſagely wou'd allure me; | 
While others talk'd of Flames and Darts 
"Twas pretty—I'll aſſure ye, 

*T'was pretty, Ec. 


My Face, my Form, were rais'd aloud ; 
My Wit new Conqueſts fir dj; 
And 'twas enough to make one proud, 


** * 
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At length, Reflection ſhew'd the Fate 
Such Flatt'ry might procure me, 
And Virtue warn'd to ſhun the Bait, 
Nor vainly— I'll aſſure ye, 

5 Nor vainly, Sec. 

bid the ſighing Train depart; 
This Maxim pleas'd to prove, 
That Flatt'ry fills the ſenſual Heart, 

> Bur Truth the Heart of Love: 


: I blam'd myſelf, ſuch Scorn to bear 

*Z To Merit, now ſo clear: 

By my Example, learn, ye Fair, 

Io prize the Youth ſincere: 

We inſtant join'd the nuptial Tye, 

le raptur d to enſure me; 

And, truſt me, Damſels, when you try, 
"Twill charm you—TP'll aſſure you, 

[Twill charm you—T'll aſſure you, 
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> & chearful Virgins, have ye ſeen 
My fair Myrtilla paſs the Green, 
Lo Roſe or Jeſs'mine Bow'r ; 
To Roſe or [cſs 'mine Bow'r ; 
Where does ſhe ſeek the Woodbine Shade ? 
For ſure ye know the blooming Maid, 
Sweet as the May born Flow'r, 
Sweet as the May born Flow. 


Her Cheeks are like the Maiden Roſe 
Join'd with the Lilly as it grows, 

W here each in Sweetneſs vie, 

Where each in Sweetneſs vie; 
Like Dew-Drops glitt'ring in the Morn, 
| When Phœbus gilds the flow'ring Thorn, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye, 
Health ſparkles in her Eye. 


Her Song is like the Linnet's Lay, 

That warbles chearful on the Spray 
To hail the vernal Beam, 
To hail the vernal Beam: 1 


** | Her 


54 
Her Heart is blither than her Song; 
Her Paſſions gently move along, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream, 
Like the ſmooth-gliding Stream. 


SONG LXIX. 


COLINET. 


TOW the happy Knot is ty'd, 
Betſy is my charming Bride; 
Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl ; 
 Revel all, without Controul. 
W ho ſo fair as lovely Bet? 
Who ſo bleſt as Colinet? 


BETTE 
Now adieu to Maiden Arts, 
Angling for unguarded Hearts; 
Welcome Hymen's laſting Joys, 
Liſping wanton Girls and Boys: 
Girls, as fair as lovely Bet; 
Boys, as ſweet as Colinet. 


COLIN EZ. 
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Now my plenteous Barn adorn ; 


Tho' ripe Sheaves of yellow Corn 


. 


Ci 
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Tho' on Sundays I was ſeen, 
Dreſs'd like any May-Day Queen; 
Tho' fix Sweethearts daily ſtrove, 
To deſerve thy Betty's Love; 


All my Joy's in Colinet. 


. May each Lad a Miſtreſs find 
Like my Betſy, fair and kind; 
. And each Laſs a Husband get, 


DUETTO awd CHORUS. 


New $9155. 


Tho' I've deck'd my Myrtle Bow'rs 
With the faireſt, ſweeteſt Flow rs; 
Riper, fairer, ſweeter yet 

Are the Charms of lovely Bet, 


BETTY. 
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Them I quit, without Regret; 


COLINET. 
Strike up then the ruſtick Lay; 
Crown with Sports our Bridal Day. 


Fond and true, as Colinet. 


Ring the Bells, and fill the Bowl ; 
Revel all without Controul; 


2 
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May the Sun ne'er riſe or ſet, | At the Iov'd Approach of thee, 
But with Joy to happy Ber, { Shoots the Mulb'ry, luſcious Tree ; 

And her faithful Colinet. Vines their ruder Leaves unfold, 
Nor the Fig-Tree dreads the Cold. 


SONG LXX. | | 
A S pleaſing as Shades to a way-faring Swain, Nymph divine ! behold the Flow'rs 
When the Ardour of Phœbus has cleav'd the | Riſe to grace thy vernal Show'rs ; 
* ſcorch'd Plain; Woodbines ſpangled o'er with Dew, 
As Groves to the Linnet, or Thyme to the Bee; Deck their Arborets for you: 
X80 welcome, my fair One, ſo welcome to me; 1 : car 3 r wy, _—_ 
Mc, welcome, my fair One, ſo welcome to me. Pinks adorn the fragrant Beds; 
J = F Ons = And the ſilver Lillies ſwell ; 
EZ Whom Love has united, no Tyrants can part, And the golden Aſphodel. 
Nor can Time e'er efface what's engrav'd in the Heart; 1 0 
Rememb'rance ſurvives where all Rapture is paſt, Goddeſs ! with thy Veſt of Green: 


And Friendſhip's a Flame that burns bright to the laſt, | Goddeſs ! with thy youthful Mien; 
2 Come, and britfy thy Mines of Wealth, 


SONG LXXI. Gladneſs, and her Parent Health : 
2 EPL Bring along thy Virgin Train; 
*Z JDAIREST Daughter of the Day, | Chace away grim Care and Pain: 
Lovely Goddeſs! ſprightly May! Now the Loves and Graces all, 
tlither come, with Roſes crown'd, | [hrong obedient to thy Call. 


1 Painting where you tread the Ground. | 
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SONG LXXII. 


EE, Thyrſis, ſee yon drooping Fair ! 
Your Idol once, and only Care; 
How ſweet you ſung her Name ! 
The very Love you offer me, 
Has made that Fair the Wretch you ſee, 
And ſpoil'd her of her Fame. 


By her Miſtake I'm taught to ſhun, 
The Swain by whom ſhe was undone ; 

Her Fate ſhall be my Guide : 
Tour ſuppliant Tear, alluring Smile, 
'Myrtilla's Heart ſhall ne'er beguile, 
For Virtue is its Pride. 


Compaſſion, Honour's ſacred Laws, 
Sollicir ruin'd Beauty's Cauſe 
Then fly——your Faith redeem ! 
Your Bliſs quite perfe& then will be ; 
Our Sex with Joy too will agree, 
Lou are the Man you ſeem. 


SONG LXXIII. 


| A T the Wake, rother Even young Colin In 
He took the Occaſion his Vows to repeat 


With Rapture my Eyes and my Lips he ran 


| 1 own it was pretty, but really no more. 


Tho' with ſoft Expreſſions his Looks were end 
To his tender Proteſting I paid no Regard : 
The Falſhood of Swains I had heard of bef. 


So I gave him a Smile, but indeed gave no m. 


The confident Shepherd, encourag'd by this, 
Eſſay d, I aflure you, to raviſh a Kits ; 

I vow in the Struggle my Ruffles I tore, 

So frowning, proteſted I'd ſee him no more. 


Next Morning I found him, reclin'd on his Crook, 
All Softneſs his Voice, all Repentance his Look ; 


He entreated Forgiveneſs a thouſand Times o' 


And vow'd and proteſted he'd do ſo no more. 


The Frowns and the Quarrels of Lovers how 
For Cupid himſelf in his Favour did ſpeak; 
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\the Swain to my Breaſt I again did reſtore, [ When firſt the pleaſing Pain is felt 


x, truſt me, my Anger could hold out no more. Within the Lover's Breaſt ; 

2 | | And you by ſtrange Perſuaſion melt, 
wonder, dear Girls, that I treated him ſo, Each wiſhing to be bleſt; 
Un Sunday together to Church we ſhall go: Be not too bold, nor yet too Coy, 

to quit and forget him, I often have ſwore, | With Prudence lure the happy Boy, 


01 ive me this once, and I'll do ſo no more. | And that's the Way to keep him, 


2 SONG LXXIV. 
k Fair, who ſhine thro* Britain's Ille, 


q And triumph o'er the Heart; And, left your Tongue your Mind betray, 
once attentive be a-while, In fewer Words confide. N 
Fo what I now imparrt: The Maid who thinks to gain a Mate 

Dold you obtain the Youth yon love, By giddy Chat, will find too late, 


Precepts of a Friend approve, n 
nd learn the Way to keep him. e eee 


At Court, at Ball, at Park, or Play, 
Aſſume a modeſt Pride; 


oon as Nature has decreed | In Dreſſing ne'er the Hours kill, 
he Bloom of Eighteen Years, That Bane to all the Sex; 

Wd Jabel from School is freed, | Nor let the Arts of dear Spadille 
hen Beauty's Force appears : Your Innocence perplex: 


e youthful Blood begins to flow, Be always decent as a Bride, 
We hopes for Man, and longs to know By virtuous Rules your Reaſon guide, 
he ſureſt Way to keep him. | For that's the Way to keep him. 


But 
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| Thence flows the gay Chat, more than Reaſon F 


But when the nuptial Knot is faſt, 
And both its Bleſlings ſhare; _ 

To make thoſe Joys for ever laſt, 
Of Jealouſy beware: | 

His Love with kind Compliance meet, 


Let Conſtancy the Work compleat, 


And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


SONG LXXV. 5 
TT END all ye Fair, and I'Il tell you the Art, 
To bind every Fancy with Eaſe in your Chains; 
To hold in ſoft Fetters the conjugal Heart, 
And baniſh from Hymen his Doubts and his Pains. 


When Juno accepted the Ceſtus of Love, 


At firſt ſhe was handſome, ſhe charming became; | 


It taught her with Skill the ſoft Paſſions to move, 
To kindle at once and to keep up the Flame. 


"Tis this magic Secret gives th' Eyes all their Fire, 


Kiſs ; | 
Gives the Mouth the ſweet Smiles, that wakensDefire, 


And plants round the Fair, each Incentive to Bliſs, 


| Ti: , cho' ſhe deceive, I may Rill think her true 
. beer Perfon not beauteous, bur pleaſing and cle 
Lends the Voice melting Accents, impaſſions the 


— — 


: charms ; 8 | 2. 
The eloquent Bluſh, that can Beauty improve, 
The fond Sigh, the fond Vow, the ſoft Touch“ 
FEY alarms; 155 675 | A 
Tie tender Diſdain, the Renewal of Love. 
Ye hair take the Ceſtus, and practiſe its Art; 
ne Mind unaccompliſh'd, meer Features are vil 
Exer your ſweet Power, you conquer each Hear 
Ku the Loves, Joys and Graces ſhall walk in yi 
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Train. 
SONG LXXVI. 


©-ek not at once in a Female to find 43 
orm of a Venas, with Pallas's Mind: 
Lerne Girl that J love have but Prudence in Vi 


ler Temper be cloudleſs, and open her Mien; 
By e,, ill Nature, or Vanity led, 
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Nor lwdcbred to Paint, for White or for Red. 
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ay her Tongue, that dread Weapon in moſt of the 
| Sex, | 

» employ'd to delight us, and not to perplex : 

Wc: her not be too bold, nor frown at a Jeſt, 

Sr Prudes I deſpiſe, and Coquets I detett : 

ay her Humour the Taſte of the Company hit, 

Nor affectedly wiſe, or too pert with her Wit: 

find out the Fair that is form'd on my Plan, 
nd 1'1] love her for ever, I mean 1t I can. 


4 SONG LXXVII. 

"2 O Celia thus young Damon ſaid, 
4 « gee here a molly Carpet ſpread,” 
And then her Hand he preſs'd : 

Free from the World's enquiring Eye, 

Here lurks, my Dear, no buſy Spy ;” 

He look'd, and ſigh'd the reſt. 

Mee ſtarted with a faint Surprize, 

hile Pleaſure ſparkling in her Eyes, 

“Sure Damon does not mean :” 

he Mr ng ſtopt her with a Kiſs, 


An claſpt her panting Breaſt to his, 
« My Dear, we are not ſeen,” 
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| Then by a thouſand Kiſſes more, 
A thouſand tender Oaths he ſwore, 
His Love ſhould never end. 

She call'd on ev'ry Pow'r above, 


| None heard her but the God of Love, 


And he was Damon's Friend. 
«* And is there then no Help?“ ſhe ſaid - 


Then hung her Head and bluſh'd : 
„Oh! Damon, Damon, yet be good: 
The Shepherd ſmil'd, and ſwore he wou'd : 

She ſigh'd, and all was huſh'd. 


SONG LXXVIII. 
NE Alidſummer Morning, when Nature look'd 


82 
The Birds full 1 Song, and the Flocks full of Play, 


| © By Damon thus to be berray'd !” 


When Earth ſeem'd to anſwer the Smiles from above, 


And all Things proclaim'd it the Scaſon of Love; 
My Mother cry'd, Nancy come haſte to the Mill, 
If rhe Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will, 


If the Corn be not ground, you may ſcold if you will. 
The 
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The Freedom to uſe my Tongue pleas'd me no doubt, | My Corn being done, I tow'rd Home bent my Wag. 
A Woman, alas! would be nothing without. He whiſper'd he'd ſomething of Moment to ſay, RP 
I went tow'rd the Mill without any Delay, | Infifted to hand me along the green Mead, Na 
And conn'd o'cr the Words I determin'd to ſay ; And there ſwore he lov'd me, indeed, and indeed; 
But when I came near it I found it ſtock ſtill, And that he'd be conſtant and true to me ſtill: MM 
Bleſs my Stars, now I cry'd, huff em rarely I will, I So ſince that Time I've lik'd him, and like him I 
Bleſs my Stars, &*c. | 1 = So ſince, &c. | Ur 


The Miller to Market that Inſtant was gone, 

The Work was all left to the Care of his Sen. 

Now tho' I can ſcold as well as any One can, 

I thought twould be wrong for to ſcold the young 
_ - - | FO re 

J ſaid, I'm ſurpriz'd you can uſe me ſo ill, 


Sir, I muſt have my Corn ground, I muſt, and I will | . yg ; "= 
Sir, I muſt, Ge. Y 5 7 7 „And III anſwer; Oh! yes, with a hearty good W 


| I often ſay, Mother, the Miller I'll huff; "1 

She laughs and cries, goGirl, aye, plague him enoull 
And ſcarce a Day 2 1 but by her Deſire, Noſ 
I gain a fly Kiſs from the Youth I admire. Refi 
| It Wedlock he wiſhes, his Wiſh I'll fulfil, No 
And I'!] anſwer, Oh! yes, with a hearty good W 17 


* 


Sweet Maid, cry'd the Youth, the Neglect is not mine, 8 0 NG LXXIX. JM 
No Corn in the Town I'd grind ſooner than thine. | S t'other Day o'er the green Meadow I paſt, i 
There's no one more ready in pleaſing the Fair, A A Swain over-took me, and held my Hand fu 
nean e Then cry'd, my dear Lucy, thou Cauſe of my Care 
But, hark! how the Birds (ing, and ſee how they bill, | How long muſt thy faithful young Thyrſ#s deſpair! WM 
Now J muſt have a Kiſs firſt, I muſt, and I will, To crown my ſoft Wiſhes, no longer be ſhy, lt 
Now I muſt, Ec. | Bur frowning, I anſwer d, O fye, Shepherd, fe. 
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la me his Paſhon, like Time. ſhould en ture, | 
5 Beauty, which kindled his Flame, would ſecure; 
al my ſweet Charms were for Pleaſure deſign d, 
Vouch was the Staſon to love and be kind: 

= wha: cou'd I ſay ! J cou'd hardly deny, 
W:intly I utter'd, O fye, Shepherd, fye. 


ore with a Kiſs, that he wou'd not refrain, 

nim etwas rude, but he kiſs'd me again; 

onduct, ye Fair Ones, in Queſtion ne'er call, 

hink I did wrong I did nothing at all: 

i'd to reſiſt, yer inclin'd to comply, 

Weg gueſs, if I ſtill ſaid, O fye, Shepherd, fye. 

f SONG LXXX. 

oN Vockey, who tcaz'd me a Twelvemonth, 
or more, 

bolder is grown than was Mortal before; 

hiſpers ſuch Things as no Virgin ſhould hear, 


\ he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can't bear, 
he preſſes my Lips with a Warmth I can't bear. 


Y h Stories of Love he would ſoften my Mind, 
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1 his Eyes ſpeak a Temper to Miſchief inclin d; 


$8 
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61 
Bur I vow not a Moment I'll truſt him alone, 
And when next he grows rude I will bid him begone, 


And when, Oc. 


Of Honour and Truth not a Word has he ſpoke, 
And his Actions declare he thinks Virtue a Joke: 
Be ſhall find his Miſtake, if he ventures to try; 


For, than yield on ſuch Terms, oh! I rather would die, 
For, than, Oc. | 


With no Creature beſide he ſuch Freedom dare take; 
Yer the Handſome and W itty he quits for my Sake: 


But how can I think that he loves me the beſt, 
Or how can I love him who'd break all my Reſt ? 
Or how, . | 


Oh! Jockey, reform, nor be fooliſh again, 
Leſt you loſe a fond Heart you ſhall never regain: 


If you change your Behaviour, and to Church chuſe 


to go, | 
I'll forgive all that's paſt, and will never ſay No, 
I'll forgive, &.. | 


G SONG 


Collection of Favourite New Songs. 
SONG LXXXI. T own it, ſays Fug; he has gotten my Heart; 
S Celadin once from his Cottage did ſtray, His long curling Hair looks ſo pretty and ſmart, } 
X To court his dear Jug on a Hillock of Hay, His Eyes are ſo black, and his Cheeks are ſo red, 
W hat aukward Confuſion oppreſt the poor Swain, They prevail more with me than all you have (ai: 
When thus he deliver d his Paſſion in vain. Tho you court me, and kiſs me, and do all you cal 
Twill ſignify nothing—for Roger's the Man. | 


6 oy of my Heart! and Delight of my Eyes! 1 
22225 Jug, tis for thee faithful Celadon dies; | SONG LXXXII. MM 
My Pipe I've forſaken, tho' reckon'd fo ſweet, HEN Phoebus the Tops of the Hills does ado 
And, fleeping or waking, thy Name I repcat. 


Ho ſweet is the Sound of the echoing HH 
When the antling Stag is rouz'd with the Sound, 
When Swains to an Alehouſe by Force do me lug, Erecting his Ears nimbly ſweeps o'er the Ground; 
Inſtead of a Pitcher, I call for a Jug; And thinks he has left us behind on the Plain, 
And ſure you can't chide at repeating your Name? | Bur ſtill we purſue, and now come in view of 
W hen the Nightingale ev'ry Night does the ſame. glorious Game: os A 
8 O ſee, how again, he rears up his Head, & 
Sweet Jug, he a hundred Times o'er does repeat, And winged with Fear, he redoubles his Speed : 
Which makes People ſay that his Voice is ſo ſweet: | But oh! 'tis in vain that he flies, RR 
Ah! why dof thou laugh at my ſorrowfal Tale? That his Eyes loſe the Huntſman, his Ears loſe tl 
Too well I'm aflur'd that my Words won't prevail, Cries : C. 

For now his Strength fails him he heavily flies, ln 
For Roger, the Thatcher, poſſeſſes thy Breaſt, And he pants till with well ſcenred Hounds 
As he at our laſt Harveſt-Supper confeſt: rounded he dies. | El 


SONG LXXXIII. 
AIR Kitty beautiful and young, 
And wild as Colt untam'd, 

oke the Fair from whom ſhe ſprung, 
Vith little Rage inflam'd : 

am'd with Rage at fad Reftraint, 
Which wiſe Mamma ordain'd ; 

Wd forcly vex'd to play the Saint, 
While Wit and Beauty reign'd ; 


A forely vex'd ro-play the Saint, 
JV hile Wit and Beauty reign'd. 

Wt Lady Jenny frisk about, 

ad viſit with her Couſins? 

Balls muſt ſhe make all the Rout, 
And bring Home Hearts by Dozens! 
at has ſhe better, pray than 12 
hat hidden Charms to boaſt ? 

at all Mankind for her ſhould die, 
hile I am ſcarce a Toaſt ? 
Alm ſcarce a To - - - - aſt? 
rall Mankind for her ſhould die, 
nile 1 am ſcarce a Toaſt? | 


ts 


While Wir and Beauty re - - - - - - 1 
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Dear, dear Mamma, for once let me, 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try; 

Fl have my Earl as well as ſhe, 
Or know the Reaſon why. 

Fond Love prevail'd, Mamma gave Way; 
And Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 

Obrain'd the Chariot for a Day, 


And ſet the World on Fire; 
On Fi - - - re 


| Obrain'd the Chariot for a Day, 


And ſet the World on Fire, 


SONG LXSSIV. 


ENEATH a Woodbine's filver Shade, 
W hoſe Fragrance fill'd the verdant Glade, 
| Young Colin lay reclin'd ; 
And while the Zephyrs, ſweet and fair, 
Wafted their Odours thro? the Air, 
He thus diſclos'd his Mind: 


O, did but Phœbe's lovely Mien, 


Grace this charming Sylvan Scene, 


G 2 How 


How jocund ſhould I be! 
Her dimpling Smiles, ſweet Maid! do prove, 
That Reaſon muſt ſubmit to Love, | 
And I no more am free. 


She's Goddeſs of the Idalian Grove, 
W hoſe Graces court each Heart to love ; 
No Swain but owns 'tis true: 
Whene'er her artleſs Bloom I ſee, 
Celeſtial Grace and Majeſty, 
Sublimeſt Beauties ſhew. | 
Then, O ! ye Pow'rs of Love divine, 
Grant charming Phabe may be mine! 
I ſhall be highly bleſt: 
Propitious, grant what I require; 
A greater Bliſs I don't defire, 
Jo ſooth my anxious Breaſt, 
ORs bt 3 SONG LXXXV. 
. O ME, come, my dear Shepherd, our Flocks 
i | we muſt ſhear ; | | | 
In your Holiday Suits with your Laſſes appear: 
The happieſt of Folks are the Guiltleſs and Free; 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy, as we? 


| 
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We practiſe no Arts with Hypocriſy fraught ; #10 
What we think in our Hearis you may read in . 
| Eyes, ; 0 XN 


* 


f 1 
We harbour no Paſſion by Luxury taught, 4 


5 


For, knowing no Falſhood, we need no Diſguil 


» 
% 
** 


2. 
28 


By Mode and Caprice are the City Dames led; . 
But we all the Children of Nature are bred: 
By our Hands alone we are painted and dreſt, 
For 8 1 will bloom when there's Peace in 

reaſt. 5 E 


That Giant, Ambition, we never can dread; 
Our Roofs are too low for ſo lofty a Head: _ 
Content and ſweet Chearfulneſs open our Door; 
They ſmile with the Simple, and feed with 

Poor. 7 


When Love has poſſeſs'd us, that Love we revei 
Like the Flocks that we feed are the Paſſions we fe. 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine Folk to deceive and betray, ix 
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FN Onfin'd to the Houſe *cill the Age of Fifteen, 
Nor Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had ſeen, 
Man but the Clowns of our Pariſh had ſeen ; 
ont to inſtruct me, a formal old Maid, 

p A formal old Maid ; 

r ny 7, gil believ'd all ſhe ſaid, 

, filly I, fill believ'd all ſhe ſaid. 


unt in the Grave, to the Town ſtraight I flew, 
inſtantly fond of each Pleaſure I grew ; 
Sparks waited round me wherever I went, 
1, filly I, could nor gueſs what they meant, 

ws |, Se. 


y call me a Goddeſs, and, ſighing, declare 
We Toaſts of the Town are not like me ſo fair; 
ey vow and declare, and my Pity invoke, 
I, filly I, then believ'd all they ſpoke, 


„Oe. Et 


ey tickled my Pride, but my Heart ftill was free, 
one of them all was a Conqueſt for me; 
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Till young Strephon ad vanc'd, and quickly he taught 
What J, filly I, 'till that Moment had ſought, 
What I, Oc. 


With good Breeding and Senſe his Love he declar'd, 
Not like the vain Fops who before had appear'd : 
His Expreſſions were ſweer and ſprung from his Mind, 


And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join. d, 
And I, happy I, to my Strephon was join'd, 


SONG LXXXVII. 
5 
twain, 


Since Thyrſss negleCted the Nymphs of the Plain, 


And wou'd tempt me to walk the gay Meadows along, 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song, 
To hear a ſoft Tale, or to ſing him a Song. 


| What at firſt was but Friendſhip ſoon grew to a Flame; 


In my Heart it was Love, inthe Youth *twas the ſame ; 
From each other our Paſſion we ſought not to hide, 


But who ſhou'd love moſt was our Conteſt and Pride? 


But 


Bur who, Se. 
G 3 


IS a Twelvemonth ago, nay, perhaps they are 


- a 


— 
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But Prudence ſoon whiſper'd us, © Love not too well, 
« For Envy has Eyes, and a Tongue that will tell; 
« Anda Flame, without Fortune's rich Gifts on itsSide, 
% TheGrave-ones will ſcorn and a Mother muſt chide, 
© The Grave-ones, &#c. 1 


Afraid of Rebukes, he his Viſits forbore, 

And we promis d to think of each other no more; 
Or to tarry, with Patience, a Seaſon more kind; 
So J put the dear Shepherd quite out ot my Mind, 
So I put, c. 9 e 


But Love breaks the Fences I vainly had made, 
Grows deaf to all Cenſure, and will be repaid ; 

If we ſigh for each other, ah! quit not your Care: 
Condemn the God Cupid, but bleſs the fond Pair, 
Condemn the God Cipid, but bleſs the fond Pair. 


SONG LXXXVIII. 


HILE Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in 
44 Alliance, | 1 5 | 
With Forces united, bid reſiſtleſs Defance ; 
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His Dart dipp'd in Wine, Love wounds beyond 


And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and Defirin, 
| Relieving each other: the Pleaſure is laſting, 
| And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a talting, 
I And we never, &#c, 


From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Love. if 


Each Touch of her Lips makes the Wine ſpl 

higher, | . 3 
And her kyes, by her drinking, redoable their Fi 
And her Eyes, by her drinking, redouble their ti 
HerCheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their Co 
As Flowers with ſprinkling revive with freſh O 


ring, 155 5 1 

And the Liquor, like Oyl, makes the Flame nl 

„„ ee, > - | B 
And the Liquor, like Oyl, Oc. | Wo 
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By Cordials of Wine Love is kept from expiring, 


KY 


wal 
* 
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Then, Phillis, begin, let our Raptures abound, 
And a Kiſs and a Glaſs be ſtill going round: 

Our Joys are immortal, while thus we remove Y 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle to Lore, 


a 

JP 
WE + 
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SONG LXXXIX. 


RECITATIVE. 


S in a penſive Form Myrtilla ſat 
TY Revolving on the Will of Fate; 
WE ſprightly Swain, devoid of Care, 
WE vanc'd, and thus addreſs'd the Fair. 


| AIR. 

ou vernal Form of Beaury's Plea, 
come to buy a Heart of thee, | 
come to buy a Heart of thee 

ich Tranſports I receiv'd the Tale, 
at ſuch a Gem was up for Sale, 
at ſuch a Gem was up for Sale: 
u'd I command the ſtarry Train, 

Ir thee I'd give it back again; 

if kind Fate wou'd make thee mine, 
e Univerſe ſhou'd all be thine ; 

it kind Fate wou'd make thee mine, 
e Univerſe ſhou'd all be thine. 
hence, the Maid with Softneſs cries, 
Writ the beſt deſerves the Prize; 
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| 1yrtilla's Heart ſhall ne'er be ſold, 


A Pair of Eyes that wound at Sight, 


| So vile a Change I ſcorn to make, 


67 
| The Tale you heard was falſely told, . 


Myrtilla's Heart ſhall ne'er be ſold. 
SONG XC. 


| HO'LL buy a Heart? Afyrtilla cries, 
| And throws around her wanton Eyes; 
An eaſy Shape, a graceful Air, 

A Face, like lovely Hebe's, fair: 


And foil the Diamonds piercing Light; 

Come hither, ye that long to prove, 

The Soul inchanting Joys of Love ; | 

Come quickly, come, for he buys, that bids the moſt 
E for me: | . . 
But let no ſordid Wretch preſume, 

With even Crœſus Wealth to come; 

Nor vainly hope for Gems, or Gold, 

Such Charms as theſe can ne*er be ſold ; 
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For Love's the only Coin I take. 
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SONG XC. 


O dear Amaryllis young Strephon had long 
Declar'd his fix d Paſſion, and dy d for in Song; 
He went one May Morning to meet in the Grove, 

By her own dear Appointment this Goddeſs of Love; 
Mean while in his Mind all her Charms he ran o'er, 
And doated on each Can a Lover do more? 


He waited, and waited, than changing his Strain, 
Twas Fury, and Rage, and Deſpair, and Diſdain : 
The Sun was commanded to hide his dull Light, 


And the whole Courſe of Nature was alter'd down- 


right. 
Twas his hapleſs Fortune to die and adore, 
But never to change—Can a Lover do more: 


Cleora, it hap'd, was by Accident there ; 

No Roſe-bud fo tempting, no Lilly ſo fair; 

He preſs'd her white Hand, next her Lips he aſſay d, 
Nor wou'd ſhe deny him, ſo civil the Maid! 

Her kindly Compliance his Peace did reſtore, 
And dear Amaryllis was thought of no more, 
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| Tem, with up-lifted Hands, th* Occaſion bleſt ; 


2 


That mine is gone, alas ! is true, 


Songs. 
SONG XCI. 


RECITATIVE. 


S tinkering Jom the Streets his Trade did erã 

He ſaw his lovely Sylvia paſſing by; 4 
In Duſt-Cart high advanc'd, the Nymph was plac 
With the rich Cinders round her lovely Wait. | 


And thus, in ſoothing Strains, the Maid add reſt. 
AIR. 


O Shia, while you drive your Cart, 
To pick up Duſt, you ſteal our Hearts: 
You take our Duſt, and ſteal our Hearts. 


And dwells among the Duſt with you, 
And dwells among the Duft with you. 
Ah! lovely Sylvia, eaſe my Pain; 
Give me my Heart you ftole again : 
Give me my Heart out of your Cart, 
Give me my Heart you ſtole again. 
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1 0 14 The Dunce I deteſt, and whoſe Wit is ſevere, 
8 RECITATIVE | I ficken whenever a Sycophant's near, 
ad vanc'd above the Rabble Rout, The Brute that's ill-manner'd, diſorders one much, 
Wing roll'd her ſparkling Eyes about; And I'd die an old Maid e'er I'd couple with ſuch. 
av'd her ſwelling Breaſt, as black as Sloe, „„ f ie, 2 
ok'd Diſdain on little Folks below : But he in whom Senſe and Politeneſs are join'd, 
n ſhe nodded, as the Cart drew on, _ | Whoſe Study has been to embelliſh his ind ; 
hen rcſolv'd to ſpeak, ſhe cry'd, Stop Jobn. W hoſe Pleaſures ne'er injure his Health or his Purſe, 
* | os | Is fit to be taken for better for worſe. 
8 AIX. 1 ; 
* il ride ahove the 11; Whoſe Wit has no Gall, and whoſe Tongue no Deceit, 
| z 


W hoſe Nature is noble, his Conduct diſcreer ; 
Neer knew any Fear, but to hurt or offend. _ 
If he queſtions my Heart, he will find it his Friend. 


| SONG XCIV. 

ICK of the Town, at once I flew 

To Contemplation's rural Seat; 
Adieu, ſaid I, vain World adieu, 

Fools only ſtudy to be great: 
The Book, the Lamp, the Hermit's Cell, 

The moſs-grown Roof and matted Floor, 
All theſe [ had——'rwas mighty well, 
But yet I wanted ſomething more. 


368 2 paltry Crowd oppreft ? 

on now my Soul does fire, 
WY ouths ſhall languiſh and admire : 
ang cv'ry Girl with anxious Heart, 
long l to ride in my Duſt-Cart. 


SONG XCII. 


HE Bean, with his delicate womaniſh Face, | 
= VV hoſe Merit all lies in a Feather and Lace; 
Proud, the Immoral, the Coward, the Vain, 
Wy ſuc tor my Love, but will meet my Diſdain, 


Back 


* 
1 
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Collection 
Back to the buſy World again 
I ſoon return'd, in hopes to find 
Eaſe for imaginary Pain, 
Quiet of Heart and Peace of Mind: 
Gay Scenes of Grandeur ev'ry Hour 
My Eyes with Admiration fill; 
The World ſeem'd all within my Pow'r, 
Bur yer I wanted ſomething ſtill. 


Cities and Groves by Turns were try'd, 


Twas all, ye Fair, an idle Tale; 


Celia at length became a Bride, 


A Bride to Damon of the Vale: 


All Nature ſmil'd, the Gloom was chear'd, 


Damon was kind, I can't tell how ; 
Each Place a Paradiſe appear'd, 
And Celia wanted nothing now. 


/ SONG Xcyv. 


'QOFT Invader of my Soul, 


Love, who can thy Pow'r controul 
All that haunt Earth, Air, and Sea, 
Own thy Force, and bow to thee : 


| 
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All the dear enchanting Day, 
Celia ſteals my Heart away ; | 
All the tedious live-long Night, 
Celia ſwims before my Sight: 
Happy, happy were the Swain, 
Who might ſuch a Prize obtain! 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſs'd enough in Celia's Love. 


All that temptingly beguile, 
Sparkling Eyes, and dimpling Smile; 
Ev'ry Charm, and ev'ry Grace, 
Dwells on charming Celia's Face. 
Open, gen'rous, free from Art; 
Virtue lives within her Heart: 
Modeſty and Truth combin'd, 

Suit her Perſon to her Mind: 
Happy, happy were the Swain, 
Who might ſuch a Prize obtain 
Other Joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Gelia's Love, 


SONG XCvI. 


4 Swains, 
es aBalm that will cure, and relieve all your Pains, 
W's; a Balm that will cure, and relieve all your Pains; 
tne Fountain of Pleaſure, in Raptures, reſort; 
be Summons of Humour to Comus's Court, 
the Summons of Humour to Comus's Court: 
bonus invites; then the Summons obey; 
ile leave vour Cares, and to Pleaſure away: 
A Comms invites; then the Summons obey; 
Whilc leave your Cares, and to Pleaſure away. 


4 
e PLobys ſhall ſing, and old Momus ſhall laugh, 
his Bottle of Nectar brave Bacchus ſhall quaff, 
his Bottle, &c. 

een Time, honeſt Time, for awhile ſhall be ſtill, 
Bd fit down like a Soul 'till he ripples bis Fill, 
lit down, Cf. 

gr Circ nor Miſtruſt ſhall intrude on our Joys; 
lis Comus invites; then away, my brave Boys; 
du Comms, &c. 
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O ME hither, come hither, ye languiſhing 


”1 

Should Loſſes or Croſſes perplex ye, be ſure 

Ply the Glaſs briskly round, for Misfortunes a Cure, 

Ply the Glaſs, &, | „ 

Aſculapius ot old had recourſe to the Bowl, 

And the Doctor you know was a ſpecial good Soul, 

And the Doctor, Cc. | 

While Health, roſy Health, fills the Bumpers around, 

For without em he ſwears there's no Bliſs to be 
found, 

For without em, Oc. 


Then away, ye brave Fellows, to Comus's Shrine, 
Where Friendſhip and Humour inceſſantly join, 


Where Friendſhip and Humour inceflantly join ; 


Where Freedom and Mirth with the Bottle unire, 
To beguile all your Care, and with Rapture delight, 
To beguile all your Care, and wich Rapture delight: 
Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 

For 'tis Comus invites; to his Temple away : 

Then hark to the Call, and no longer delay; 

For 'tis Comus invites; to his Temple away. 


SONG 


72 | 
SONG XCVII | 
HEN firſt I ſaw thee graceful move, 
Ah! me, what meant my throbbing 
Say, ſoft Confuſion, art thou Love? 
If Love chou art, then fare wel Reſt. 


Breaſt ? | 


With gentle Smiles aſſwage the Pain, | 
Thoſe gentle Smiles did firſt create; 1 
And though you cannot love again, 
In Pity, ah! forbear to hate. ; 


SONG XCVIL 


IF ever, oh! Hymen, I add to thy Tribe, | 
1 Let ſuch be my Partner my Muſe ſhall deſcribe ; 
Not in Party too high, nor in Stature too low, 
Not the leaft of a Clown, nor too much of a Beau. 


Be his Perſon genteel, and engaging his Air, 
His Temper ſtill yielding, his Soul to ſincere; 
Not a Dupe to his Paſſion, gainſt Reaſon to move, 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 
His Actions direct and his Principles fix; 


| it ſuch a bleſt Youth ſhould approve of my Charms 4 


Then in Wedlock I'Il join with a mutual Deſire, 


Thus Time ſhall glide on unperceiv'd in Decay; 


But kind to the ſweeteſt, the Paſſion of Love. 


Let Honour, commendable Pride in the Sex, 


No groundleſs Suſpicion muſt he e'er ſurmiſe, 
Nor jealouſly read every Look in my Eyes. 


A. 


And no Thought of Intereſt his Boſom alarms; 
And Prudence ſhall cheriſh the wavering Fire. : 
Each Night ſhall be bliſsful, and happy each Day: = 
Such a Partner, grant Heav'n, with my Pray'r 0 "is 


comply ! „„ 
Or a Maid let me live, and a Maid let me die, 1 
SONG XCIX. . F 
Band of Cupids t'other Day, | Ir. 
Were in a Myrtle Grove; | 


Till tir'd of every boyiſh Play, 

They made a Match to rove : | 
| But where, cries one, the Chief of all? 
Let's fix upon a Place; 

Hang Paphos and Olympus Hall, 
| 1 vote for Chloe's Face. 


No ſooner ſaid, then off they flew, 

And gather'd round the Fair; 

As ſwarming Bees on Flowers do, 

They ſettled here and there: 

«| Some on her Lips, her Noſe and Chin, 
Ac Score on either Cheek; a 

While fifty to her Eyes went in, 

Jo play at Hide and Seek. 


But Gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 
The Wranglers to have heard, 
6 For Place di puting all the while, 
Tho' each his own prefer'd; 
Till chancing from her Lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chloe's Breaſt, 
The Urchin then in Triumph cry'd, 
Whoſe Station's now the beſt ? 


| SONG C. 
AS Nell fat underneath her Cow, 
Upon a Cock of Hay, 


% 


Brisk John was coming from the Plough, 
And chanc'd to paſs that Way: | 
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Like Ligh:'ning to the Maid he flew, 
And by the Hand he ſqucez d her; 

Pray, Jebn, ſhe cry'd, be quiet, do; 
And frown'd——becauſe he teaz'd her. 


Young Cuyid from his Mother's Knee, 
Obſerv'd her Female Pride ; 

Go on and proſper, John, ſaid he, 
And I will be your Guide: 

He aim'd at Nelly's Breaſt a Dart, 

From Pride it ſoon releas'd her; 

She faintly cry'd, I feel Love's Smart; 
And figh'd——becauſe it eas'd her. 


John laid himſelf down by her Side, 
And ſtole a Kiſs or two; 
And Flatt'ry's Charms he alſo try'd, 
Till ſhe the kinder grew: 
The Poiſon ſoon began to fpread, 
When in the Nick he ſiez'd her: 
She trembled, bluſh'd, and hung her Head, 
Then ſmil'd - becauſe he pleas'd her. 


1 S ON 
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| SONG Cl. | 
HAT means that tender Sigh, my Dear! 
| Way ſilent drops that cryſtal Tear? 
What jealous Fears diſturb thy Breaſt, 
Where Love and Peace delight to reſt 3 
What tho? thy Fockey has been ſecn, 
With Jolly ſporting on the Green; 
"Twas but an artfu] Frick, to prove 
The matchleſs Force of Jenny's Love, 
The matchleſs Force, &c. 


*Tis true, a Noſegay I addreſs'd, 

To grace the witty Daphre's Breaſt ; 

But *cwas at her Deſire, to try 

If Damon caſt a jealous Eye. 

Thoſe Flowers will fade by Morning Dawn; 
Neglected, ſcatter d o'cr the Lawn, 

But, in thy fragrant Boſom, lies 

A ſweet Perfume that never dies 

A ſweet Perfume, &c. | 


SONG Cll. 
HEN firſt my Phillis did appear, 


L look'd, and thought her paſſing fair ; 


And when ſhe ſpoke Atten ĩon hung 

To catch the Muſick of her Tongue; 
But fill IJ thought myſelf ſecure, 

She plcas'd—-bur ah! cou'd nothing more. 


Tho' all the Day I gaz'd, my Sight 
Was ftill engag'd with new Delight; 
All Day I liſten'd, ſtill 1 found 

New Life, new Senſe in ev'ry Sound; 
And what ſo ſlightly pleas'd before, 

I now admir d — or ſomething more. 


Bat when my Paſſion I confeſs d, 3 

| And ev'ry Wiſh that warm'd my Breaſt; 
To find the dear conſenting Maid Vo 

At once ſo kind to all I ſaid, J 

If Love poſleſs'd my Heart before, 

| Now ſure it muſt be ſomething more. 


And judge, ye Youths, what heart-felt Bliſs 
Sprang from the ſoft inſpiring Kiſs ; 
When Love the faithful Union ty'd, 
And gave me Phillis for my Bride; 


Fr was ſimple all 1 ele before, 


vas now ——there cou'd be nothing more. 


SONG CI. 


OME, Fair One, and rove thro' the Vale, 
Where the Cowſlip and Hyacinth blow ; 

ome, hear the Linnet's fe Tale, 

As he chaunts on the new- bloſſom d Bough : 

ome, Celia, approach to yon Buſh, 8 

What Harmony ſounds through the Glade ; 

How cloſely his Mate joins the Thruſh ; 

Sce how Muſick with Love is repald, 


How happy the Lark who aſcends, 
And warbles his Sonnet on high; 
or on the green Turf when it ends, 
How fondly his Female hops nigh : 
But happy, more happy the Swain, 
W hoſe Pipe gently breath'd thro' the Grove, 
an ſoften the rigid Diſdain, 
And, Celia, ſubdue thee with Love. 
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Come fit on the Trefoil; for ſee 


| A Garland from yon Hawthorn Tree, 


1 


What a Carpet ſweet Flora has ſpread ; 


With theſe Daiſies ſhall circle thy Head: 
On thy Boſom to lull me co Eaſe, 

What Shepherd fo happy as I ? 
For, Celia, thy Kindneſs will pleaſe, 

When the Roſes of Beauty ſhall die. 


SONG CIV. 


U with loving, repuls'd tho' in vain, 
Young Srrephon ſtill tries my Affection to gain; 
Three Twelvemonths of Courtſhip already are paſt, 
Let he hopes I ſhall yield, and relent at the laſt, 


Tn the Dance t'other Day on the Green, at the Wake, 
My Hand the young Shepherd with Rapture did take; 
And in downright Compaſſion, I promiſs'd to wear 

A Ring with a Heart, which be bought art the Fair. 


But who knows that the Pity I took on the Swain, 


mw alarm my dear Thyrſis with Jealouſy's Pain? 
* 


Then 


—— 2 


222 ů ͤů 


— —- pgs IE 


2 N * PT” 


Then I'll run to be true where I plighted before, 


And Strephon nor ſee, nor will liſten to more. 


1 bid him begone, but with feeble Diſdain, 


He leaves me unwilling, and hies back again : 
He tempts me, conjures me, and bids me comply ; 
J muſt not reſign, ſo am forc'd for to fly. 


O Cupid, to ſuccour young Strephon forbear, 


Leaſt Thyrſis ſhould languiſh, o'er-whelm'd with 


Deſpair, 


And I give at the Altar my Hand, and the reſt. | 
Not to him who wood firſt, but the Youth who loyes 


belt, 


SONG CV. 


Hene'er I meet my Celia's Eyes, 
| ' Sweet Tranſports in my Boſom riſe,  - 


My. Feet forget to move, 

My Feet forget to move: 
She too declines her lovely Head, x 
Soft Bluſhes o'er her Cheeks are ſpread, 

Sure this is mutual Love! ,  -—- 
Sure this is mutual Lo e ?! 


ws a = 
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My beating Heart is wrapt in Bliſs 
W henc'er I ſteal a tender Kiſs, 

Beneath the filent Grove, 

Hheneath the ſilent, &#c. 


She ſtrives to frown, and puts me by, 


| Yer Anger dwells not in her Eye; 


Sure this is mutual Love! 
Sore this is, Se. 


And once, O! once the deareſt Maid, 
As on her Breaſt my Head was laid, 
Some ſecrꝶ Impulſe drove, 
Some ſecret Impulſe, &. 
Me ! me ! her gentle Arms careſs'd, 
And to her Boſom cloſely preſs'd. ; 
Sure this is mutual Love! 
Sure this is, Oc. RP. 
And now, tranſported with her Charms, 
A ſoft Deſire my Boſom warms, 
Forbidden Joys to prove, 
Forbidden ſoys, S . 5 
Trembling, for fear ſhe ſhould comply, 
She from my Arms prepares to fly, 


I Tho' warm'd with mutual Love! 


Tho' warm'd with, Oc. 


- ; g N. 
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O! flay, I cry'd, let Hymen's Bands 


| In your Life-time you never regarded yo. bi * , 

% This Moment tie our willing Hands, You promis'd at Two, and pray look, Child, 1 
% And all thy Fears remove, A Lady's Watch needs neither Figures nor WI. 6 „ 
„ And all thy Fears remove.“ "Tis enough that tis loaded with Baubles and Scals, 
A modeft Bluſh Conſent expreſs d,. A Temper ſo heedleſs no Mortal can bear: 

And now we live ſupremely bleſs'd, Thus far I went on with a reſolute Air. 
'2 A Life of mutual Love, 


A Life of mutual Love. 8 bleſs me, (aid * let a * but ſpeak, 
Here's an ugly hard Roſe- bud fallen into my Neck; 
SONG Cl. | . | It has hurt = and vext me to ſuch a Degres - : 
| See here, for you never believe me, pray ſee: 
Go ; ; COR On the Left-ſide my Breaſt what a Mark it has made; 
1 from her bright Eyes to bring our F Wes So ſaying, her Boſom ſhe careleſs diſplay'd ; 
Bear to the Nymph my ſofteſt Sighs, | That Scene of Delight I with Wonder ſurvey'd, 
And tell her, her Adorer dies: And forgot every Word I deſign'd to have ſaid. 
Put if that won't her Pity move, 5 
And ſhe, proud Thing, diſdains to Love; 
Then let her know, tis all a Lye, 


E Gods that round fair Cults wait, 
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For haughty Strephon ſcorns to die. SONG cn. ! 

7 n 5 OU tell me I'm handſome, I know not how true, 1 
1 SONG CVIL And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too ; f 
As be came into the Room t'other Day, 1 


| Thar my Lips are as red as the Roſe-bud in June, 
I pceviſh began, where ſo long cou'd you ſtay } | And my Voice like the Nightingale's ſweetly In Tune. 
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All this has been told me by twenty b fore, 

But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me mult flatter me more. 


If Beauty from Virtue receive no Supply, 

Or prattles from Prudence, how waning am I ? 

My Eaſe and good Humour ſhort Raptures will bring, 
And my Voice, like the Nightingale's, know but a 

Spring : | _ 

For Charms, ſuch as theſe, then your Praiſes give o'er, 
To love me for Life you muſt love me for more, 

To love me for Life, &. 


Then talk to me not of a Shape or an Air, 
For Chhe, the Wanton, can rival me there; 
"Tis Virtue alone that makes Beauty look gay, | 
And brightens'good Humour, as Sunſhine the Day : 
For that if you love me, your Flame may be true, 
And 1, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 

And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


SONG CIS. 


A Damon and Phillis were tending their Sheep. 
The Swain on a Cock of new Hay fell aſlcep ; 


A Collefion of Fadourite New Songs. | 


| 


| Ll'obſerve how young arion would ſeem when be 


Not long ſhe'd been there ere the Swain ope'd hit, 


| Have ye ſeen cer a Shepherdeſs tripping this Way, 
| As blythe as the Spring, and as bright as the Day, 


Two Lambkins, Milk-white as her 


Tie Nymph, in a Frolick, ſtepp'd behind an Oak, 
"woke : | 


| Eves; : I 
And, not ſeeing Phillis, was truck with Surprize ; |? 
He ſnatch'd up his Crook, and ran wild o'er the Plain," 
And thus he enquir'd of each Nymph and Swain: 


In ruſſet Apparel, yet grand in her Mien, 2 
Reſembling, in Beauty, the fam'd Cyprian Queen: / 
oſom, [JI give, Wh 
Let me but ſome Tydings of Phillis receive ; YN - 
And, if ye ask more, be ſo generous, ye Swains, 
Reftore me the Nymph ye ſhall kiſs for your Pains. 4 


Thus he ſpoke, but no Tydings of Pþ;//is cou'd heat, * 
Then back to his Flock he return'd in Deſpair; #® 
To the Oak, when ſhe ſaw him, the Wanton did go 
And, men he came near her, pop'd out, and cry 4} 
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Both Joy and Surpriz.e at once ſtruck the poor Swain, | Dear Chloe's my Wiſh, tho' extenſive her Charms, 
e Enraptur'd be gaz'd on his Phillis again: Tho' the Front of her Stays is too wide for my Arms. 
He chided a little; the ſmil'd at his Cre ; . Ti | 
po cach gave a Kits, and made up th! Attair, "Tis certain Miſs Fanzy's a ſweet little Dear, 

1 SONG cx. And Zephyrs tpring Odours when Lacy is near: 


9 OWhappy's the L. 1 But Chloe's all Sweetneſs by Nature deſign'd, 
W | appy's over whoſe Cares are no more, | We might call D ere fin'd. 
A Who bids an Adicu to all Sorrow; | gamen ..... rounds 
"K\y Griefs are all huſh'd, and my Torments are o'er, 3 6 
1 bor I ſhall be happy To-morrow. * | When 1 WR then leaps my. fond Heart like a 
ch Flow'ret of Spring that enamels the Ground, When wich ier Cott” wit ee g rag 
» . f N SE i 0 57 x 5 
4 From you ev ry Gharm ſcems jo horrow ; And imbibe Halt a Pint of ambroſial Dew. 
e, Then who will fo bleſt or ſo happy be found, | 


As I with my Daphne 'To-morrow ? pee ; | 
he frequently mentions young Strephon the Beau, 

never am happy but when in your Sight, Bur why ſhould I reckon my Rival a Foc; 

Z Your Smiles are the Cure of all Sorrow: Wen let him procced, it will RAT cos me Paim, 
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Remember, dear Daphne, your Promiſe To-nigbt; Wo both ſhall find more than our Arms will contain. 
And I ſhall be happy To- mor row. N 


I Pve off overheard the ill-natur'd Expreſſion, 
SONG CXl. That Beauty ſo bulky, muſt pall in Poſſeſſion: 

OU may ſay what you will, but Belinda's too tall, | In tis Notion the Critick is ſurely miſled, 

And &e/la'sall Bone, and her Shape is too linall, | Love's Flame by her Fat will be conſtantly fed. 
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I I ſtart not as tim'rous Fribbles have done, 
At the Subſtance of three or four Females in one; 


Fell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
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Some Nymphs have angelical Sweetneſs and Grace, 
But Chloe has rather a Cherubin's Face ; 
She's always good humour'd, facctious and free, 
And only gives Pain when ſhe fics on my Knee, 


Firfl balance her Weight wich His Majeſty's Coin, 
Then let the dear ponderous Charmer be mine, 


SONG cx! 


Eareft Kitty, kind and fair, _ 
Tell me when, and tell me where ; 


When we thus ſhall meet again ? 
Where ſhall Srrepbon fondly ſee, 
Beauties only found in thee ? | 
Kiſs thee, preſs thee, toy and play, 
All the happy live-long Day. : 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 


| Ble ſt but only then with you; 


Tell me when? I care not where. 


If you know his Shelter, ſay ? 


Tell me when, and tell me where? 


By his Marks the God you'll know; 
Oer his Shoulder hangs a Bow, | 


All the happy Day, tis true, 


Nightly Strephon ſighs alone, 

Sighs till Hymen makes us one? | 
Tell me then, and caſe my Pain, 
Tell thy fond and faithful Swain, 
When the Prieſt ſhall kindly join, 
Kitty's trembling Hand to mine; 
Deareſt Kitty, kind and fair, 


: SONG cxIII. 
ELL me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen, 
Lately wand'ring o'er the Green, 
Beauty's Son, a little Boy, | 
Full of Frolick, Mirth and Joy? 


He's from Venus gone aſtray. 
Tell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen 
Such a one trip o'er the Green? 


Ag a Quiver fraught with Darts, 
on ſure to human Hearts; 

' he's naked, little, blind, 
can triumph o'er the Mind. 
ell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen 
ch a one trip o er the Green? 


Mile as the Light'ning's Wound 
his piercing Arrow found; 
While the boſom'd Heart it pains, 
I external Mark remains; 
aſon's Shaft itſelf is broke 
the unſuſpected Stroke. 

Fell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen 
Puch a one trip o'er the Green? 


the Urchin's ſeen to lie 
king in the ſunny Eye; 
his deſtin'd Prey he ſeeks 
the Maiden's roſy Cheeks ; 
oy Breaſts or curling Hair 
r conceal the pleaſiiſg Snare. 
ell me, Laſſes, have you ſeen 
uch à one trip o'er the Green ? 
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She that the Receſs reveals 
Where the God himſelf conceals, 
Shall a Kiſs receive this Night 
From her Heart's ſupreme Delight; 
To Venus let her bring the Boy, 


1 She ſhall taſte Love's ſweeteſt Joy. 


Tell me, Laſſes, have ye ſeen 

Such a one trip o er the Green? 

| © "SO YT. CV: | 
XXV ELL met, pretty Nymph, ſays a jolly young 


Swain, 


To a beautiful Shepherdeſs croſſing the Plain; 


Why ſo much in Haſte, now the Month it is May, 
Shall I venture to ask you, fair Maiden, which Way? 
| Then ftrait to this Queſtion the Nymph did reply, 
With a Smile in her Look and a Leer in her Eye, 

I am come from the Village, and Homeward I go ; 


And now, gentleShepherd, pray why would you know? 


I hope, pretty Maid, you won't take it amiſs, 
If I rell you the Reaſon of àsking of this; 


Your 


1 would ſee you ſafeHome, now the Swain was inLove, 
I Of ſuch a Companion if you could approve. 
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82 
Your Offer, kind Shepherd, is civil I own, 
Burt I ſee no great Danger in going alone ; 
Nor yet can F hinder, the Road being free 
For one as another, for you or for me. 


No Danger in going alone it is true, 
But yet a Companion is pleaſanter too; _ 

And if you could like, now the Swain he took Heart, 
Such a one as me, Miſtreſs, we never ſhould part. 
O that's a long Word, ſaid the Shepherdeſs then, 
For I've often heard ſay, there's no minding you Men; 
You'll ſay and unſay, and you'll flatter tis true, 
Then leave a young Maiden the firſt Thing you do. 


O judge not ſo harſh, the Shepherd reply'd, 

For to prove what I ſay, I will make you my Bride; 
'To-morrow the Parſon (well ſaid little Swain) 
Shall join both our Hands, and make One of us Twain: 
Then what the Nymph anſwer'd to this is not ſaid, 
Bur the very next Morn to be ſure they were wed. 
Sing hey diddle, ho diddle, hey diddle down, 
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Vox Colin proteſts I'm his Joy and Delighi f 


The Deuce ſure is in him for plaguing me ſo ! 


| I bid him depart, but he ſmiling ſays No: 
The Deuce muſt be in him for plaguing me fo! 


ThisBreaft-knot he Yeſterday W from the Wak f 


Now when ſhall we ſee ſuch a Wedding in Town? 


SONG CXV. 


He's ever unhappy when I'm from his Sight; FR 
He wants to be with me, wherever po: i 


His Pleaſure all Day is to fit by my Side, 


] 

1 
He pipes and he ſings, tho' I frown and I chide ; Mk 
Who 


He often requeſts me his Pain to relieve ; 4 
I ask him what Favour he hopes to receive ; 0 
His Anſwer's a Sigh, while in Bluſhes I glow : 4 
What Mortal beſide him would plague a Maid ſo! “ 


He ſoftly entreated I'd wear for his Sake: 
Such Trifles tis eaſy enough to beſtow, 
I ſure deſerve more for his plaguing me ſo 


He hands me each Eve to the Cot from the Plain, WF" 


He meets me each Morn to conduct me again: 
ile 
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I what's his Intention I wiſh I could know, Oh! Thyrſis, ſweet Youth, to myſelf then I cry, 
rd rather be married than plagu'd with him ſo, |, I'd liſten to thee, were I going to dic, &c. 


$ONG XV.. Laft Saturday Eve, I remember the Day, 
1 | | I caught him ſaluting Clarinda the gay; 
Am young Virgin that oft has been told, That | envy'd each Kiſs, I will not deny, 


W ſhould try to get marry'd before I'm too old: And fervently pray'd that my Rival might die, &c. 
l their Advice and got one in my Eye, GS ; 
Mo if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die, Come, Hymen, and lend a young Virgin your Aid, 
Who if I can't have, I'm afraid I ſhall die. Who without your Aſſiſtance muſt die an old Maid: 
þ | To all my fond Wiſhes, make T hyrfis comply, 
Ing Thyrſss is witty, well-featur'd and tall, res if I don t have him, I wiſh I may die, 
Mellow Swains own that he out-does em all: | And if I don't have him, I wiſh I may die. 
Men firſt I beheld him, I cannot tell why, | | 
ght I was going that Moment to die, c. SONG CXVII. 
* . . | O Shepherd was li a 
rough the Receſſes of yon filent Grove, N No 3 LA. h * 
Ever the Meadows I happen to rove, | Twas Rapture all the live-long Day, 
ſee my dear Shepherd at Diſtance paſs by, His Song, his Pipe to hear. 
ble all o'er, and am ready to dic, &c. Yer win, þ ſigh'd and talk'd of Love, 
1 5 His Paſſion I'd forbid ; 
Wn he plays on his Pipe to the Lambkins around, | For what I felt to hide I firove—— 
so the Place where I hear the bleſt Sound; | Upon my Word I did. 


i 


B. , | 
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4M 
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The Spring, when Nature wakes to Youth, 
And all looks Life and Joy ; 

The Summer's Sun ſaw Strephon' $ Truth, 

Saw Coe ſtill was coy. 

At length, he vow'd “ Thou cruel "OY 
« Diſdain my Heart has freed; 

He ſpoke, and left me in Deſp air 
Upon my Word he did. 


How fad, how penitent was 11 
__ My Pride had caus'd my Pain ; 
From Morn to Eve I us'd to ſigh, 
« Oh Strephon, come again 
It chanc'd he ſought a tender Lamb, 
That in the Grove lay hid; 
When thoughtleſs there I breath” d his Name 
Upon my Word I did. 


- — 4 


Surpriz'd my well known Voice to hear, 
In Sounds of ſoft Delight, | 

With eager Steps the Youth drew near, 
And met my raptur'd Sight: 


© 
— 
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No Pow'r had I, all Art was vain, 

Of Strephon to get rid; 

My panting Heart confeſi'd the Swain—— 
Upon my Word it did, 


Oh, Nymph, he cry'd, whoſe Fyes to meet 
My Soul with Joy o'erflows! 

The Bee that roves from Sweet to Sweet, 
Like me prefers the Roſe ! 

Ye Maids, with whom I've tript the Plaing 
Let other Youths ſucceed ; 

My Cle welcom'd me again 
Upon my Word ſhe did. 


| While Bluſhes crimſon'd o'er my Cheek), 
3 


My Hand with Warmth he preſs'd; 

Oh, ſpeak, he ſigh'd, my Cloe, ſpeak, 

Shall Strephon now be bleſt * 

Oh, who that lov'd ſo well, ſo long, | 
The Shepherd cou'd have chid ? 

bs you think I held my TI | 


Upon my Word 1 did., 


1 SONG CXVIII 
| F the ſweet Name of Love my fair Jris affright, 
u pretend it's in Friendſhip I doat on her Sight; 


Wt the Friendſhip ſo warm, and ſo tender will prove, | 


at my Jris may one Day miſtake it for Love, 
t the Friendſhip, &c. 


nen I gaze on her Eyes, or am charm'd with her 


5 ST. | 

gay *ris with Pride that my Friend is fo fair; _ 
"Bbc che Pride with ſuch Tranſports my Boſom will 
_— move, ET, 
Mat my Iris may fancy it flutters with Love, 

Bc the Pride, Ec. | 


When charm'd wich her Wir, I repeat the gay Jeſt, 
US ſwear, I applaud it, becauſe tis the beſt ; 

t the Warmth of my Praiſe ſhe may chance to re- 
22 prove, 


d ſay. tis to ſhew ſhe deſerves I ſhould love, 
A t the Warmth, Oc. | | | 


wear tis the Muſic tranſports me ſo far; 
x 


When I doat on her Hand, as it ſtrikes the Guittar, 


A Collection of Favourite New Songs. 


| But, alas! my fix'd Eyes, ſhe may tel! me, had ſtrove, 


To ſhew I would hide my Diſtraction and Love, 
But, alas! Ge. 


And laugh ar the Yexus they figur'd of Old; 
Il fay *tis all Wonder, her Dread to remove; 
But my Iris may fancy, alas! ic is Love, 


I'll fay, Ec. 
O fairer than Venus] thy Fears overcome, 


From that delicate Terror ſome little abate ; 


From that, &c. 


SONG CXIX. 
N Nettizghamhire, 
Let 'em boaſt of their Beer, 
With a hey-down, down, and a down; 
I'll fing in the Praiſe of good Sack: 
Old Sack, and old Sherry, 
Will make your Heart merry, 
| Wm e'cr a Rag to your Back. 


When I ſtand in Amaze, her whole Form to behold, 


| While ſcar'd, like thyſelf, I ſtand waiting my Doom: 


For, rather then fright thee, VI! ſwear it's all Hate, 
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Then caſt buy Care, 
Bid adieu to Deſpair, 
With a hey-down, down, and a down ; 
Like Fools our own Sorrow we make: 
In ſpight of dull Thinking, 
While Sack we are drinking, 
Our Hearts are too buſy to ach. 


SONG CXX. 
| OME, thou roſy dimpled Boy, 


Source of cv'ry heart- felt Joy! 

Leave the blisful Bow'rs a while, 
Paphos and the Cyprian Iſle; 

Viſic Britain's rocky Shore, 

Britons too thy Pow 'r adore ; 

Britons hardy, bold and free, 

Own thy Laws and yield to thee. 
Source of ev'ry heart-felt Joy 

Come, thou roſy dimpled Boy. 


Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away, 
This is thine and Hymen's Day ; 
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Bid her thy ſoft Bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love's Rites prepare. 
Let the Nymphs with many a Flow'r, 
Deck the ſacred nuprial Bow'r ; 
Thither lead the lovely Fair, 

And let Hymen too be there ; 

This is thine and Hymen's Day, 


| Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love we live ; 


| Love alone can Pleaſures give. 
| Pow'r, and Pomp, ard tinſel State, 


Thoſe falſe Pageants of the Grear ! 


| Crowns and Scepters, envied Things, 


And the Pride of eaſtern Kings, 
Are but childiſh empty Toys, | 
When compar'd to Love's ſweet Joys. 

Love alone can Pleaſure give, 


[Only while we love we live. 


| SONG CXXI. 
CALOE, by all the Pow'rs above, 
= To Damon vow'd eternal Love: 


% 


J 4 Cilleflion of Favourite New Songs. 


AR fc adorn'd her ſweeter Breaſt ; | 
on a Leaf the Vow impreſt: 
Zephyr, by her Side, at play, 


SONG CXXII. 


1 Elinda, ſee, from yonder Flow'rs, 


you perceive what it devours ; 


tho'I rob you of a Kiſs, 


Why are you angry at my Bliſs? 
Has it at all impoveriſh'd you! 
s by this Cunning I contrive, 

In ſpite of your unkind Reſerve, 
keep my famiſh'd Hope alive, 
hich Inhumanity would ſtarve. 


HILE I quaff the roſy Wine, 
With enliven'd Wit I ſhine ; 


L e, Vow, and Leaf, blew quite away. 


The Bee flies loaded to it's Cell; 


Are they impair'd in Show or Smell ? 


Buecter than their ambroſial Dew ; . 


SONG CXXIL. 


Singing then the uſes Praiſe, 
Double Fire inſpires my Lays. 


While I quaff the roſy Wine, 
feel, I feel the Power divine! 
Free me from all Sorrow's Sway, 


| puff, like Winds, my Care away, 


While J quaff the roſy Wine, 
All my Faculties refine, _- 
My Temper grows ſerene and fair, 


And like the Summer Evening's Air. 


While I quaff the roſy Wine, 


'] Crowns of od'rous Flow'rs I twine, 
Singing to the echoing Grove, 
I The Pleaſures of that Life I love. 


While I quaff the roſy Wine, 
To ſoft Paſſions I incline, 
My Miſtreſs then my Song imploys, 


And all Love's pleaſing painful Joys. 
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While I quaff the roſy Wine, 
Every Delight is mire, ; 
Mouth does again my Veins inſpire, 

1 lead the Dance, and join the Choir. 


While I quaff the roſy Wine, 

T its Force to Reafon join, 

And Reel my Breaft againſt that Fall, 
That common Fate that waits us all. 


SONG CXXIV. 
A H! who in all theſe happy Plains 
With Collin can compare: 
A Youth efteem'd by all the Swains, 
Belov'd by all the Fair. 
I think he's free from artful Wiles; 
For oft with tearful Eye, 
He fondly looks at me and ſmiles, 
He does, I know not why, | 
He does, I know not why. 


He preſs'd my Hand, I bluſh'd and figh'd, 


Ter hope he did not ſee, 
And then to ſpeak, he vainly try'd, 
But gently ſigh'd like me, 


A Coll:fion of Favourite New Songs. 


| Methinks this wary Heart ſhould know, 


If Collin feign'd the Sigh, 

Yet where he's nam'd i: flutters ſo, 
It docs, I know not why, 
It does, & c. 


Say, gentle God, whoſe mighty Laws 
Prevail o'er Nymphs and Swains, 

O ſhew my Heart the ſecret Cauſe, 

Of Collin's tender Pains. 

Say, rather why this Heart entreats, 
The Cauſe of Collin's Woe, 

And why 1: flutters, why it beats, 
Alas! too well I know, 
Alas! too well I know. 


SONG CXXV. 
FT ES, I'm in Love, I feel it now, 
And Celia has undone me ; 
And yet I'll ſwear I can't tell how 
The pleaſing Plague ſtole on me. 
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Tis not her Face that Love creates, 


1 *'Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates 
| Have rather been uncivil. 


For there no Graces revel; 


nz ©% > _ hh IH 


is not her Air, for ſure in that 
| SThere's nothing more than common; 
Jos not her Senſe, for that's but Chat, 
Like any other Woman. 


| l r Voice, her Touch, might give the Alarm, 


is both perhaps, or neither: 
I ſchort, tis that provoking Charm 
Of Celia altogether. 


$ONG CXXVI. 


WEEx are the Flow'rs that deck the Field, 
sweet is the Smell the Bloſſoms yield; 
Meet is the Summer Gale that blows, 

d ſweet, rho' ſweeter you, the Roſe; 

4 d ſweet, tho' ſweeter you, the Roſe. 


vey the Gardens, Fields and Bow'rs 
e Buds, the Bloſſoms, and the Flow'rs; 
en tell me where the Woodbine grows, 
at vies, in Sweetneſs, with the Roſe ? 
at vies, in Sweetneſs, with the Role ? 


A ColleSion of Favonrite New 


| 


dyngs. 


SONG CRXVII. 
HEN the roſy Bowl I drain, 
Tranſports revel in each Vein; 


| Warbling to the vocal String, 


Some gay Air I warbiing ſing. 
When I flood my Soul with Wine, 
Cares I to the Wind reſign; 

Let it Sea or Sky deform, 

My calm Breaſt ne'er feels a Storm, 


| My calm Breaſt ne'er feels a Storm. 


| When in Wine my Cares I ſteep, 
 Balmy Odours round me weep; 
Whilſt entranc'd in Beaury's Arme, 


Venus, 1 adore thy Charms, 


When in Wine I drown my Care, 


Flow'ry Garlands I prepare ; 
And, when wreath'd with od'rors Joy, 
Sing, ye Gods! how blet am I! 

Sing, ye Gods! ec. 


When I drain the ſpacious Bowl, 
| 3 I enlarge my Soul; 
3 


And 
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And with young Men ever ga 1 
Dance and am as.young as . | Your Charms each laviſh Senſe controul, | 

Sinking thus a Hood of Wine N A Tyrant's ſhort-liv'd Reign; 125 i 

This dear Bleſſing I nake-mine EK 60 | But milder Reaſon rules the Soul, "4 
Life's ſhort Pleaſures to enjoy, | Nor Time can break the Chain. 7 

| _ or merry, all muſt dic, | By Age your Beauties will deca 1 4 
dad or merry, all muſt die. | ; Your Mind improves Ss Yeark . 1 

8 Q NG CXXVIII * The rip ving rut N | 

NG CXX <p | ning Fruit appears | 2" 

| e OY | Ma Hea » g PP , f 14 

F Truth can fix thy wav' ring Heart, g | þ od bleſs _ * wy _ 7 ö 

Let Damon urge his Claim; That Damon who can taſt nal] h 
e 1 n - e the Fruit, F 

"The pure and conſtant Flame. 33 „ e ; h 
Tho' ſighing Swains their Torments tell, oe SONG cxxix | 

1 ſenſual Love contemm, 4; H! Cloe, thou Treaſure, thou Joy of my Bre g 
hey only prize the beauteous Shell | | Since I parted from thee I'm a Strange 4 

Bur fl . | 2 1 fly to the G ger to Rei; 

ut ſlight the inward Gem. = rue - 4 rove, there to languiſh and mourn, t 

| re ſigh for my Charmer, and long to return: y 

J | 


Poſſeſſion cu OY The Fields all ar „ iin 
888 e 
But when the Mind receives the D : | The Field and the Grove can aff d gory, 
Enjoyment whets Deſire. . cc 5 But bring me my Che, a Deſart 1 28 
\ L | | WP TA | | | But bring me my Cle, a Deſart will — N 


{Yo Virgin I ſee that my Boſom alarms, 

In cold to the faireſt, tho* glowing with Charms; 
vain they attack me, and ſparkle the Eye, | 
neſe are not the Looks of my Che, I cry: 

"Fheſe Looks, where bright Love, like the Sun, fits 
” enthron'd, : 

Ind, ſmiling, diffuſes his Influence round : 

; was thus I firſt view'd thee, my Charmer, amaz'd: 
nus view'd thee with Wonder, and lov'd while J 
; ws. 

"Thus view d thee with Wonder, Oc. 


15 
* 


hen, then the dear Fair One was ſtill in my Sight, 
Vas Pleaſure all Day, it was Rapture all Night; 
t now, by hard Fortune, remov'd from my Fair, 

ſecret I languiſh, a Prey to Deſpair: 
t Abſence and Torment abate not my Flame, 
My Cle's ſtill charming, my Paſſion the ſame ; 

would ſhe preſerve me a Place in her Breaſt, 

hen ©” would pleaſe me, for I ſhould be 
| leſt, | 

hen SN would plcaſe me, for I ſhould be 


Collection of Favourite New Songs. 


J 


SONG CXXX. 


. cooing Doves retire, 
And ſeem in am'rous Shackles bound, 
See, Delia, how the Flow*rs aſpire, 
And ſhed delicious Fragrance round. 
Rais'd by the Spring, and nurs'd by Shade, 
They flouriſh ſweetly to the Eye; | 
But Autumn's haſting Chills invade, 
And their gay Beauties droop and die, 
And their gay Beauties droop and die. 


A Flow'ret, Delia, are thy Charms, 


Which in Vouth's joyous Seaſon blows; 
Like thy bright Eyes, thy iv'ry Arms, 
And Cheek, where ſhines the Eden Roſe. 


| Bur envious Time, with creeping Pace, 


Will on thy Face ſeraphic prey, 
De ſpoil thee of each matchleſs Grace, 
And ſteal thee from thyſelf away, 

And ſteal thee, &#c. 


Wiſely admoniſh'd by the Thought, 
Swift let us ſtop the whirling Hour; 
Pleaſures, as flying ſhou'd be caughr, 


Fier Age deprive us of the Pow r. 
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3 Thee, 


92 A4 Collection of Favourite New Songs. 
Thee, Nature hath with Beauty bleſt, 1 
And bids thee multiply its Ray; 
Witch too much Senſe thou art poſſeſt 
Her bliſsful Call to diſobey, 

Her bliſsful Call to diſobey. 


Not theRich with full Bags,withoutBreedin gor Mer F 
Nor the Flaſh that's all Fury without any Spirit, 
Nor the fine Maſter Fribble, the Scorn of Mankind H 4 


7 


Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mint l 


But the Youth whom good Senſe and good NatuNr 


SONG CXXXI. 1 inſpire, | Nor 

CUINCE Wedlock's in Vogue, and ſtale Virgins | Whom e muſt eſteem, and the Fair mol 

deſpis'd, | - admire, | = T 

To all e greeting, theſe Lines are premis d; | In whoſe Heart Love and Truth are with Honold d 
I'm a Maid that wou'd marry—ah! could I but find, conjoin'd, 1 7 
J care not for Fortune, a Man to my Mind, I This, this, and no other's the Man to my Mind. ini 

I care not, &c. ” 1 . . 
OL, JT 
Not the fair-weather'd Fop, fond of Faſhion and Dreſs, 8 late at ruddy Cloſe of Day, A 


Not the *Squire that can reliſh no Joys but the Chace, 
Lor the free-thinkingRake, whom no Mortal can bind; 


Neither this, that, nor tother's the Man to my Mind. | The pay Lucinda ſported by, 


Not the ruby-fac'd Sot, who topes World withoutEnd, | Paſtora breath'd the tender Sigh, 

Nor the Drone that can't reliſh his Bottle and Friend, But Mira ſtill was coy, 

Nor the Fool that's too fond, nor the Churl that's | | 
unkind ; I The laughing Delia ſtole his Crook, 

Neither this, that, nor t'other's the Man to my Mind. | And Laura glanc'd the wanton Look, 


On yonder Turf Alexis lay, 
Alexis wanton Boy : : 


A Colleion of Favourite New Song. „„ 


1 # A Hint ſhe would be kind: | I'd a Horſe that cou'd amble and trot, 

; [Bfght Daphne in the lonely Grove And good Neighbours to viſit hard by; 

{| dignal gave a Call to Love, | Yer I wanted, I could not tell what, 
But ſtill the Swain was blind. And I figh'd, but I could not tell why, 

N p Paſtorella's Mien could charm, 1 1 ſigh'd, ſigh'd, I ſig h'd, but I could not tell 
N why. 


Mr Celia's awful Preſence warm, 
a Nor Stella's Sy ren Tongue: 
By Mira's Eyes and Mien controul, 
04 00 gazing all his raptur'd Soul, 
Stood liſt'ning as ſhe ſung. 
Mr, ah! when Mira learn'd to ſigh, 
Td glance, to roll the wanton Eye, 
Io bleſs th' inconſtant Boy: 
As ſoon the faithleſs wav'ring Swain 
rſook the Nymph, forſook the Plain, 
To find the Maid that's cay. 
SONG CXXXIII. 
HEN I liv'd in my Grandmother's Cot, 
3 What a happy young Damſel was I; 
Ich Day we'd the Spit or the Pot, 
Wich Plenty of Pudding and Pye : 


Fir 


My Daddy he bought me a Knot, 
With a Fan, and a new-faſhion'd Fly; 
A Pair of Silk Shoes too I got, 

To wear when the Weather was dry : 
| Yet to pine all the Day was my Lot, | 

And in Bed ever reſtleſs to lie; 

For I wanted, I could not tell what, 
And I fizh'd, but I could not tell why, 
And I ſigh'd, but I could not tell why. 


For Counſel I car'd not a Tot, 

 Refolv'd ſome new Project to try; 

And I thought I ſhould die on the Spot, 
If a pretty young Fellow paſs'd by: 


Art 


% 
Ar laſt a brisk Husband I got, | 
"Twas the Man J had long in my Eye; 
He gave me, I muſt not tell what, 
And I love him, I need not tell why, 
And I love him, I need not tell why. 


SONG cxxXIV. 


AYS Damon to Phillis, ſuppoſe — fond Eyes, | 
0 


Reveal with what Ardour 1 glow, 
Reveal with what Ardour I glow ? 
Well, what if they do, there's noHarm ſure, ſhe cries? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny you, you know. | 


| Suppoſe I ſhould ask of thoſe Lips a ſweet Kiſs, 
Say, wou'd you the Favour beſtow, Oc. 
Lord bleſs me, ſaid ſhe, what a Queſtion is this? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know, Ec. 


Suppoſe nor contented, I ſtill ask for more, 

For Pleaſure from Pleaſure will grow, Ec. 
Suppoſe what you will, ſhe reply'd as before, 

I can but deny you, you know, you know, Ec. 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 


No, no, with a Bluſh, anſwer'd Phillis, for ther: 


| And the Flowers, tho' fragrant, ſhe panted for Ea 


It kiſs'd the ſweer Banks, but no longer would ſtay; 
Ah! Collis look in, Sc. 


Now roſe to a Tempeſt, and darken'd the Day; F 


* 

Come then, my dear Love, to the Woods let's repi 
Cry d Damon, and offer'd to go, * 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: | 
I could nor deny you, you know, you know, i 
I could not deny you, you know. bh 


SONG CXXXV. 4 

AS che on Flowers reclin'd o'er the Stream, N 
She figh'd to the Breeze, and made Collin ll 
„ LN +- 
Tho! pleaſant the Stream, and tho' cooling the Bree 


And the Flowers, tho' fragrant, ſhe panted for Ea 


The Stream it was fickle, and haſted away, 


J-: 
Wo, 
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Tho beauteous, inconftant ; and faithleſs, tho' fair; * 
Ah! Collin look in, and behold thyſelf there, 8 


* 


The Breeze that ſo ſweet on her Boſom did play, 0 ˖ 


* 
af ft as the Breeze, and as loud as the Wind, 
a Collin when angry, and Collin when kind, 
vc þ Collin when angry, c. 
re, 
, 5 Flowers when gather'd fo beauteous and ſweet, 
fade on her Boſom, and die at her Feet ; 
Fair in their Bloom, and as foul in Decay, 
Collin when preſent, and Collin away, 
ae Collin when preſent, Ofc. 


1 Rage and Deſpair from the Ground ſhe aroſe, 
from her rhe Flowers fo faded ſhe throws; 
i Y wee ps in the Stream, and ſhe ſighs to the Wind, 
al reſolves to drive Collin quite out of her Mind, 
W relolves, &#c. 
* I what v were Refolves, when her Collin appear d, 
Stream it ſtood fill, and no Tempelt was heard ; 
t Flowers recover'd their beautiful Hue, 
found he was kind, and belicv'd he was true, 
& tound he was kind, and belicy'd he was true. 


A ColleHion of Fawmnurite New Songs. = 


SONG CXXXVI. 
OUNG Damon would often frequent the green 
Shade, 
To toy with his Phillis and humour the Maid; 
Who 1 d her fond Shepherd, and thought that the 
ay 
Too baftily fled, as he tun'd her his Lay. 


How bleſt were their Moments, to ſee the fair Mead 


With Cowſlips and Primroſes charmingly ſpread ? 
The ſweer woodland Choir would cnliven the Grove, 


| And waken the Soul to the Language of Love. 


But, ah! like the Cloud that envelopes the Sun, 

By Jealouſy ſoon is the Lover undone : _ 

ub while Damon tunes up fair Delia a Song, 
Poor Phillis is ſeen to go weeping along. 


So fair, and ſo ſweet, yet ſo mournful ſhe goes, 
Grief hangs on her Cheek like a Blight on the Roſe : 
Yer the Roſe holds its Hue, and its Fragrance retains, 
So bluſhing and rich, as to charm all the Swains 


Oh! 


_— Collection of Favoarite New Songs. 
Oh! Damon, thou know'ft not the Pride of the Fair; | The Laplander, who Half the Year 


How quick they reſent, and how late they deſpair : Is wrapt in Shades of Night, 
Thy Folly with Delia has loſt thee thy Love; I Mourrs not, like me, his Winter drear, 
And Phillis, by Colin, is led to the Grove. | Nor wiſhes more for Light. 
| But what were Light without my Love, 
, . Or ObjeQs e er fo ine 
1 HE Sun his glad ſome Beams withdrawn, The flow'ry Meadow, Field, or Grove, 
| The Hills all white with Snow, | If Damon be not mine? 
Leave me dejected and forlorn, BE | 
W ho can deſcribe my Woe ? | Each Moment, from my Dear away, 
But not the Sun's warm Beams could chear, Is a long Age of Pain, 
Nor Hills tho! e'er ſo green, | Fly ſwift ye Hours, be calm the Day, 


Unleſs my Damon ſhould appear 


That brings my Love again ! 
'To beautify the Scene, 


O)] hafte and bring him to my Arms; 
| Nor let us ever part; 


The frozen Brooks, and pathleſs Vales, I My Breaſt ſhall beat no more Alarms, 
Disjoin my Love and me! When I ſecure his Heart. 
The pining Bird his Fate bewails 
On yonder leafleſ Tree S ONG CXXXVIII. 
But what to me are Birds and Brooks, EAUTY and Muſic charm the Soul, FT 
Or any Joy that's near ? Tho' ſeparate in the Fair; | "| 
Heavy the Lutes, and dull che Books, W hat Mortal can their Pow'r controul, l 


While Damos is not near. 


When Hceav'n has join'd them there 


A Collefion of Favourite New Sngs. 


What needed then my Celia's Art 

| To ling, or touch her Lyre? - 
Your Charms before had «on my Heart, 
"#Twas adding Flame to Fire. 


= 
& Y 
: #3 


| 1 SONG  CXXXIX, 
'& Npelic Fair, beneath this Pine, 
FA In graſſy Verdure let's recline, 
And like the Morn be gay: 
how Aurora ſmiles on Spring, 

bet how the Larks ariſe and ſing 
Jo hail the infant Day. 


ame the Sweetneſs. of thy Tongue, 


Mich has now charm'd my Ear fo long, 


With Accents half divine; 
Pipe ſhall ſwell its liquid Strain, 
W fink its riſing Notes again, 

In Uniſon with thine, 


Wick ſhall waſte the Morn, the Day 
roll unheeded, as we play, 


| 


WF 
On Wheels impell'd by Love: 
When weary, we will deign to reſt 
Alternate on each other's Breaſt ; 


While Cupid guards the Grove. 


What Prince can boaſt more Happineſs 
Than J, poſſeſſing thee, profeſs, 


All Tolls are baniſh'd hence ? 


Say, Mortals, who our Weeds deſpiſe, 
In what ſuperior Pleaſure lies, 


To Love and Innocence? 


SONG CXI. 
H . 
OME, come, my dear Nymph, now all Nature 


looks ga 


Now Birds ſweetly whiſtle, and Lambs ſweetly play; 
To yonder cool Shade let us quickly retire, 


And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can inſpire, 


And taſte all the Pleaſures that Love can inſpire. 


K SHE. 
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. 
Good Sir, not ſo haſty, we innocent Maids 
Too oft are deceiv'd by you arch London Blades; 
How many poor Damſels deluded by you, 

Are forc'd ever after their Folly to rue, 

Are forc'd ever after their Folly to rue. 


HE. 
O think not, my Faireſt, ſo meanly of me, 
No Harm on my Honour ſhall happen to thee ; 


Here's Gold that buys all Things, and Silver good 
Store, | 


And when that is gone I'll ſupply thee with more, 
And when that is gone I'll ſupply thee with more. 


8 H E. 


Il truſt not your Honour, your Gold J deſpiſe, 


My Virtue, above all Temptations, I prize; 
Tho' poor, I am honeſt, I'm not to be ſold, 
So pray take away both yourſelf, and your Gold, 
So pray take away both yourſelf, and your Gold. 


A Colleflion of Favourite New Songs. 
| 


| "That thou ſhalt the greateſt of Ladies our-ſhine; 


B S Chlze ſat ſhelter'd and breath'd the cool Ai Ef 


For I'll ne'er buy my Pride at the Price of my Fi 


I'll take thee to London, and deck thee ſo fine, 1 


And ride in thy Coach to the Park and the Play, i 

All glitt'ring with Diamonds, out-ſparkling the Di. 

All gliti'ring with Diamonds, out-ſparkling the L. 4 d, 
| : 0 


20 H-E 
No, Sir, I abhor ſuch a ſcandalous Life, of 
I'll be no Mortal's Miſs, but ſome honeſt Man's Wil 
So pray, Sir, return to the Place whence you can: - 


For I'll ne er buy my Pride at the Price of my Fa 


SONG CXLI. 


1b 


| While Muſick awaken'd the Grove; | 
Young Damon approach'd and addreſs'd the coy F. 
In all the ſoft Language of Love. 


# 3 


Bu ſhe was ſo cruel his Suit ſhe deny'd, 
nd laugh'd as he told her his Pain; 
ad while the poor Shepherd ſar woolng, ſhe cry'd, 
I will die a Maid, my dear Swain. | | 


hat, ſays the Swain, muſt thy Beauty ſo gay 

| Ferplex us at once and invite; 
brace ev'ry Rapture, leſt Time make a Prey 
Df that which was meant for Delight. 


ö W enAge has crept round, and thy Charms wrinkled 
F EW, 


Wa till all her Anſwer was, reaze me no more, 
"4 will die a Maid, my dear Swain. 


Wung Damon proteſted, no other he'd prize, 
1 is Flame was fo ſtrong and fincere ; 
Ihen watch'd the Emotions that play'd in her Eyes, 
ind baniſh'd his Torture and Fear. 


Joys ſhall be ſecret, enraptur'd, he cry d, 
iin! Chloe, be gentle and good: 

Pe Fair One grew ſofter, and ſighing reply'd, 

gd fain die a Maid if I cou'd, | 


\ 


« 


| 
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SONG CALL 
F Freedom too fond, or too wanton with Pride, 


The Threats of young Cupid bright Chloe dety'd; 
And while Swains were ſighing, or tun'd the ſoft Lay, 


Seem'd cold as December, tho' blooming as May. 


Deſpairing his Suit, gentle Viliy forſook, 

And ſilent return'd to his Flock and his Crook; 
And Damon her Beauty once fond to rehearſe, 
No longer to Cloe addrets'd the ſoft Verſe. 


Awak'd from her Dream, the diſconſolate Maid, 
Saw her Lillies were fading, her Roſes decay d; 
And only beheld of the languiſhing Train, 


The leaſt in her Wiſhes, young Collin, remain, 


The Maid as leſs fair more compaſſionate grew, 
Nor fled when ſhe ſaw the young Shepherd purſue; 
And reſolv'd when he talk'd of his Torture and Grief, 


In pure Love to herſelf, to afford him Reliet. 


Now proud of his Conqueſt, Oh! come to my Arms, 
* he cry'd, with that Treaſure of * 
2 | 0 
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So long by my Fair One reſerv'd for her Swain, 
While others, unheeded, requeſted in vain, | 
Ah! think not wy Shepherd, the Fair One reply'd, 

I ſlighted their Love while their Suit I deny'd, 
To their eaſy Faith all your Bleſſings you owe, 

W ho belicv'd me too ſoon, when Ianſwer'd them, No. 


SONG CXLIII. 


O wooe me and win me, and kiſs and all that, 
Young Collin trip'd over the Plain; 
He ſaw me, he bluſh'd, and he play'd with his Hat, 
So I bid him return back again : 
Ah! Phillis, he cry'd, from the Cottage I've ſtray d, 
In hopes you'd be kind to your Swain; : 
O grant me a Kiſs: 
You may take it I ſaid, 
But pray never attempt it again, 
But pray never attempt it again. 


Embolden'd by this, he fat down at my Side, 
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My Boſom grew warm, and my 


Still dropping with a fragrant Dew; 


The Favour ſo ſmall to obtain; 
I know not how *cwas, but he ſoften'd my Prid 
80 I cry'd, you may kiſs me again: 


While Rapture impower'd the fond Swain: 
And truſt me, ye Fair, 
For I held him ſo faft, 
That he cou'd not return back again, 
That he cou'd not return back again. 


8 $ON.6 cxILIV. 
N his Face, the vernal Roſe, 
Blended with the Lilly glows; 


His Locks are as the Raven black, 


In Ringlets waving down his Back. 


His Eyes with milder Beauties beam, 
Than billing Doves beſide the Stream; 
His youthful Checks are Beds of Flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing Show'rs. 


His Lips are of the Roſe's Hue, 


Tall as the Cedar, he appears, 
\nd, as erect, his Form he bears. 
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1 4 SONG CXLVII. 


3 A wonderful Clufter of Charms you appear, 
So ſweet no May Morning, ſo gentle no Dove, 
The Roſe not ſo blooming, the Lilly ſo fair: 

Vet nothing ſhou'd make me ſubmit to your Chain, 
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For free I was born and as free will remain; 


2 


For free I was born, &c. 3 
ZTho' Diamonds were ſully'd when match 'd with your 
2 Eyes | 

7 Tho! Ermine and Snow were diſgrac'd by your 
4 Skin; 
Vour Soul too was lovely, enchanting and wiſe, 
All Luftre without and all Sweetneſs within: 
Wet nothing ſhall make me, Q. ” 
Irho' black as 2 with a beautiful Twine, 
Lour delicate Treſſes all wantonly flow'd; 
Four Shape was Perfection, your Air was divine, 
Vou ſpoke like an Angel and moy'd like a God: 
Net nothing ſhou'd make me ſubmit to your Chain, 
For free I was born and as free will remain; 
For free I was born and as free will remain. 


x 
64 


.\ HO form'd by the rend'reft Care of young Love, 


| 
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| Now proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the Fair; 


The Charms of her 


And, Oh! what dear Virtues beam'd forth in her 


| That Friendſhip with Woman is Siſter to 
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| 8 ON G CXLIX. 
HEN firſt by fond Damon Flavella was ſeen, 
He ſlightly regarded her Air and her Mien 
Mind he alone did commend ; 
Not warm'd, as a Lover; but cool, as a Friend. 
From Friendſhip, not Paſſion, his Raptures did move, 
And ay Swain bragg'd his Heart was a Stranger to 
ove. 


New Charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known ; 
Her Face grew a Wonder, her Taſte was his own: 
Her Manners were gentle, her Senſe was refin'd, 


Mind. 
Yet ftill for the Sanction of Friendſhip he ſtrove, 
"Till a Sigh gave the Omen, and ſhew'd it was Love. 
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Grows dull to all Pleaſure, but being with her: 
He's mute, while his Heart-ſtrings are ready to break, 
For the Fear of offending forbids him to ſpeak ; 
And wanders, a willing Example, to prove 
Love. 
A Lover 


33 
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A Lover thus conquer'd, can ne'cr give Offence ; 

Noc a Dupe to her Smiles, but a Slave to her Senſe : 

Hi. Paſhton, nor Wrinkles, nor Age can allay, 

Since four. 4 ui that which can never decay; 

And Time, that will Beauty's ſhort Empire remove, 

Increaſing hei Rcaſon, increaſes his Love. 
SONG CL. 

RECITATL.YE. 

EAR Aa tnick Grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 

Sh. de. ; | 

Sc-nm'd moſt for Love and Contemplation made; 

A crytial Stream with gentle Murmurs flows, 

M noſe flos*ry Bauks are form'd for ſoft Repole : 

Taither reiir'd from Phabus' ſultry Ray, 

And lala in Sleep, fair Iphigenia lay: 

Cymon, a Clown, who never dreamt of Love, 

By Chance was ſtumping to the neighbouring Grove; 

He rrudg'd along, unknowing what he ſought, 

And whiſtl'd as he went for want of Thought; 

But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping Maid, 

He ſtar d —her lovely Form ſurvey'd; 
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And while with artleſs Voice he ſung, 
Beauty and Nature thus inform'd his Tongue. 
| AIR. | 
The Stream thar glides in Murmurs by, 
W hoſe glafly Boſom ſhews the Sky, 
Compleats the rural Scene, 

Compleats the rural Scene; 
Bur in thy Boſom, charming Maid, 
All Heav 1 1tſelf is ſure dijplay'd ; 

Too lovely Iphigene, 

Too lovely /phigene LO, 

RECITATIYVE;: | 

She wakes, and ſtarts, poor mon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the Staff from his unnerved Hands; 
Bright Excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all Fear, 
Where Honour's preſent, ſure no Danger's near: 
| Half rais'd, with gentle Accent, ſhe replies, 
O mon] if "tis you, I need not riſe ; 
Thy honeſt Heart no Wrong can entertain, 
| Purſue thy Way, and let me fleep again: 
The Clown, tranſported, was not ſilent long, 
[ But thus, with Extacy, purſu'd his Song. 


2 AIR. 
zetty Locks, that careleſs break 
Vnton Ringlets down thy Neck; 
Thy love-inſpiring Mien, 

[Thy love-inſpiring Mien; 
wiwelling Boſom, Skin of Snow, 
ndtaper Shape enchant me ſo; 
Talc for Iphigene, | 
dic for Iphigene. 


* RE CIT ATI VE. 
d ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence 
he ormer Clod is thus inſpir'd with Senſe. 
gaes; finds him comely, tall, and ftrait, 
chinks he might improve his awk'ard Gait; 
him be ſecret, and next Day attend 

the ſame Hour, to meet his faithful Friend: 
mighty Love cou'd teach a Clown to plead, 


ng Nature's Language, ſweeteſt, will ſucceed, 
12 AIR. 
he's a pure, a ſacred Fire, 


| 0 ling gentle, chaſte Deſire; 
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Love can Rage itſelf controul, 

And elevate, and elevate, the human Soul: 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched State, 

Had made our Lives of too long Dare ; 
But bleſt with Beauty and with Love, 
Bleſt with Beauty and with Love, 

We taſte what Angels do above, 

Wi hat Angels do above. 


SONG CLI. 


ORE bright the Sun began to dawn, 
The merry Birds to ling; | 
And Flow'rets dappled o'er the Lawn, 
In all the Pride of Spring : 
When for a Wreath young Damon ſtray d, 
And ſmiling to me brought it; 
Take this, he cry'd, my deareſt Maid! | 
And who——aye, who'd have thought it? 


I bluſh'd the Preſent to receive, 
And thank'd him o'er and o'cr ; 


| We ſoft he ſigh'd, my Love, forgive, 
I muſt have ſomething more: 


One 
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One kind ſweet Kiſs will pay me beſt ; 
So earneſtly he ſought it, 

J let him kiſs me, I proteſt, 5 
And who——aye, who'd have thought it? 


A Swain that woo'd with ſo much Art, 
No Nymph could long diſdain ; 

A ſecret Flame ſoon touch'd my Heart, 
And fluſh'd rhro' every Vein: 
*T was Love inſpir'd the pleaſing Change, 

From his my Boſom caught it: 


 *Twas ftrange, indeed, twas paſſing ſtrange, 


And who——aye, who'd have thought it? 


Hark, Hymen calls! the Shepherd cry'd, 
Let us, my Fair, comply: : 

We inſtant went, with Love our Guide, 
And bound the nuptual Tie: 

And ever ſince that happy Day, 
As mutual Warmth has taught it, 

We fondly kiſs, and ſport, and play, 
And who=—aye, who'd have thought it 3 


12 Morning is charming, all Nature is pay 7 


| Hark ! the lively toned Horn, | * 


In yon ſtubble Field we ſhall find her below; 
Soho! cries the Huntſman; hark to him, Soho! 


$ Such Harmony Handel himſelf never knew. 


| Gates, Hedges, and Ditches, to us are no Bounds, 


SONG CELIL 


Away, my brave Boys, to your Horſes a»: 
For the Prime of our Pleaſure, and queſting the Hi 
We have not ſo much as a Moment to ſpare. 


Cnorvs,. 


How melodious it ſounds, how melodious it ſounds, 
To the muſical Song, to the muſical Song of the 
mouth d Hounds. EE = 


See! where ſhe goes, and the Hounds have a View 


CnonrUus. 


But the World is our own while ae follow the Hound. 


| | Hold, hold, tis a double; hark, hey! Bowler, hell 
If a Thouſand gain-ſay it, a Thouſand ſhall lie; 
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p 8 Beauty ſurpaſſing, his Truth has been try d, 
" A the Head of the Pack an infallible Guide, 
1 Cuorvs. 
0 hit Cry the cvide Welkin with Thunder reſounds, 
he Darling of Hunters, the Glory of Hounds. 


Yer Highlands and Lowlands, and Woodlands we fly, 
Jur Horſcs tull Speed, and our Hounds in full Cry; 
d match'd in their Mouths, and ſo even they run, 
ke the Trine of the Spheres, and the Race of the 
S Sun. = 
I Cuno. 
halth, Joy, and Felicity, dance in the Rounds, 
* jd bleſs the gay Circle of Hunters and Hounds. 
e old Hounds puſh forward, a very ſure Sign, 
hat the Hare, tho' a ſtout one, begins to decline; 
Chace of two Hours or more ſhe has led, 
| e's down, look about ye, they have her, ſhe's dead. 
nl Cnonrvs. 

w elorious 4 Death to be honour'd with Sounds 
Horns, and a Shout to the Chorus of Hounds J 
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Here's a Health to all Hunters, and long be their Lives, 
May they never be croft by thetrSweethearts or Wives ; 
May they rule their own Paſſions, and ever ar Reſt, 
As the moſt happy Men, be they alſo the beſt. 


CxaonrUts. 
And free from the Care which the Many ſurrounds, 


Be bappy at laft, when they ſee no more Hounds, 


SONG CLIII. 


ARK ! away, 'tis the merry-ton'd Horn 
Calls the Hunters all up in the Morn :; 
To the Hills and the Woodlands we ſteer, 
To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 
And all the Day long, this, this is our Song, 
Still bolloawina and following, ſo frolick and free; 
Our Joys know no Bounds while awe're after the Hounds ; 
No Mortals on Earth are fo happy as we. 


| Round the Woods when we beat, how we glow ! 
While the Hills they all echo, Hillo! 
With a Bounce from the Covert he flies; 
Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 
And all the Day long, &c. | 


When 
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With Hol!lo, Hollo, and 


When we ſweep o'er the Vallies, or climb 
Up the health-breathing Mountains ſublime, 
What a Joy from our Labours we feel ! 
Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 

And all the Day long, &c. 


At Night, when our Labour is done, 
Then we will go _—___ Home, 


uxza! 
Reſolving to meet the next Day. 


And all the Day loxg, this, this is our Song, 
Still bollowing and following, ſo frolick and free; 


Our Joys know no Bounds while we're after the Flounds ; 


No Mortals on Earth are ſo happy as we. 


SONG CLIV, 


HERE's my Swain ſo blythe and clever; 
Why d'ye leave me all in Sorrow; 
Three whole Days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come To-morrow. 
If you lov'd but Half as I do, 
ou'd been here with Looks ſo bonny ; 
Love has flying Wings I well know, | 
Not for lingering lazy 7obny. N 
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| W hat can he be now a doing ? 
Is he with his Laſſes may ing? 
He had better here been wooing, 
Than with others fondly playing. 
Tell me truly where he's roving, 
That I may no longer ſorrow ; 
If he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo To- morrow. 


Does ſome fav'rite Rival hide thee ; 
Let her be the happy Creature; 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide thee, 
Nor diſpure with her a Feature : 
Bur I can't and will not tarry, 

Nor will kill myſelf with Sorrow ; 
I may loſe the Time to marry, 

If I wait beyond To-morrow. 


Think not, Shepherd, thus to brave me, 
It I'm yours, away no longer; 
If 5 won't, another' ll have me; 
may cool, but not grow fonder. 
[f your Lovers, Girls, forſake ye, 
W hine not in Deſpair and Sorrow ; 
Bleſt another Lad may make ye; 
Stay for none beyond To-morrow. 


1 : O N: G--CLY: 

2 LITHE Colin, a pretty Young d in, 
J To court me walks many a Mile ; 
id him return back again, 

FTho' I wiſh him to ſtay a great while, 


With all by which Love is expreſt, 

He ſtudies my Heart to beguile; 

wiſh him Succeſs, I proteſt, 

Tho' I cell him he'll wait a great while, 


Ie brought me this Noſcgay ſo ſweet, 


took it reſerv'd and diſcreet, 
But I let him not wait a great while, 


begg'd me to grant him a Kiſs, 

go earneſt it made me to ſmile ; 

Ne done, I cry'd: Fie! "ris amiſs; 
Tho' I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while, 

tells me I ought to be kind; 

That Time all my Beauties will ſpoil; 

goſs him, tho' quite of his Mind, 

Jor J love he ſhould talk a great while, 


A Cal lectiun 


Ind thought it more Plealure than Toil; 


of Fa 


dourite New Songs. 


Iog. 
| | fancy, by what he has ſaid, 
My Husband he'll be by his Stile ; 


und woen he once asks me io wed, 
Oh! Il not live a Maid a great while, 


SONG CL. VI. 


XL, meek-ey'd Ev'ning, clad in ſober Grey, 
W hoſe ſoft Approach the weary Woodman loves, 
As homeward bent, to kils his prattling Babes, 
Jocund he whiſtles | oa the twilight Groves, 


When Phob:s ſinks beneath the gilded Hills, 
You lightly o'er the miſty Meadows walk, 

The drooping Daiſies bathe in dulcer Dews, 
And nurſe the nodding Vi'let's flender Stalk, 


The painted Dyyads, that in Day's fierce Heat 


To inmoſt Bow'rs and cooling Caverns ran, 
Return to trip in wanton Ev'ning Dance ; 
Old Sylvan too returns, and laughing Par. 


To the deep Woods the clam'rous Rooks repair; 
Like skims the Swallow o'er the watry Scene; 


1 


And, from the Sheepcote and freſh-furrow'd Field, 
Stout Plowmen meet, to wreſtle on the Green. 


3 The 
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The Swain that artleſs ſings, in yonder Rock, 
His ſupping Sheep and length'ning Shadow ſpies; 
Pleas'd with the cool, the calm, retreſhing Hour, 
And with hoarſe Humming of unnumber'd Flies. 


Now ev'ry Paſſion ſleeps; deſponding Love, 
And pining Envy, ever-reſtleſs Pride; 
An holy Calm creeps o'er my peaceful Soul; 

Anger and mad Ambition's Storms ſubſide, 


O modeſt Ev'ning ! oft let me appear, 
A wand'ring Vot'ry, in thy penſive Train, 
Liſt'ning to e ry wildly-warbling Note, 


That fills, with farewel Sweet, thy dark'ning Plain. 


SONG CLVII 


Nl, when my Sight you bleſs, 
Each Morn, beneath your Cow, 
How can the Swain his Joy expreſs, 
To ſee thee in thy rural Dreſs, 
And hear thee ſinging too? 


« 


| Thy Milk-white Waiſtcoat, free from Stain, 


Denotes thy purer Thought, 
As clear from Falſhood as Diſdain; 
And in thy ſoft and chearſul Strain 
My Cares are all forgot. 


Thy Breath excels the Breath of Morn, 
More fragrant than the Hay, 
Or Flow'rs, tho' in thy Boſom worn, 


Or Clover-grafs, or green-car'd Corn, 


Or Cows, more ſweet than they. 


Thy modeſt Cheeks out-bluſh the Roſe, 


Whilſt I thy Charms recite ; 
Thy Lips are Cherries, Eyes are Sloes, 
And thy engaging Smiles diſcloſe 
Two Rows of Iy'ry white. 


But, Oh! the Burden of my Song ! 


Thoſe Charms may fall a Prey, 


And be commanded, right or wrong, 
By ſome dull Clown, whoſe vulgar Tongue 


Can neither ſing nor ſay, 


Fic Vi'let thus, that in the Mead 

2 Regal'd our Smell, alas! 

No more muſt rear its bloomy Head, 
S$amp'd in by ſome black Ox's Tread, 
Or mow'd with common Grals. 


The chearſul Mornings, once ſo bleſt, 
The Ev'nings too, are o'er : | 
Le Cows, whoſe Teats Maria preſt, 
Farewel : My Pride has done its beſt, 
'* Maria ſmiles no more. 


SONG CLVII. 


ME Card invites, in Crowds we fly, 
3 lo join the jovial routful Cry; 

N hat Joy from Cares and Plagues all Day, 
To hie to the Midnight! Hark! away! 


Nor Want, nor Pain, nor Grief, nor Care, 
Hor droniſh Husbands enter there; 


The Brisk, the Bold, the Young, the Gay, 


Jil hie to the Midnight; Hark! away! 


J 


A Collefion of Favpurite New Songs. 


LIL 
| Uncounted flrikes the Morning Clock, 
And drowly Watchmen idly Knock; 
'Till Day-Light peeps we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly, Hark! away! 


When tir'd with Sport to Bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious Day with Sleep, 
'Fo-morraw's welcome Call obey, 

And again to the Midnight, Hark! away! 


SONG CLIX. 


KECETA TAY SH, 
HE kind Appointment Celia made, 
Aid nam'd the Myrtle Bower; 

There fretting long poor Damon ſtaid, 
Beyond the promis'd Hour: 

No longer able to contain 
His anxious Expectation, 

With Rage he thought rally his Pain, 


And vented thus his Paſſion. 
3 2 


ATR. 
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AIR. 
To all the Sex deceitful, 
A long and laſt Adieu; 
Since Women prove ungrateful, 
As oft as Men prove true: 
The Pains they give are many, 
And, oh! too hard to bear; 
The Joys they give, if any, 
Few, ſhort, and inſincere. 
R ECITATIVE. 
Now Celia, from Mamma got looſe, _ 
Had reach'd the calm Retreat; | 
With modeſt Look ſhe begg'd Excuſe, 
And chid her tardy Feet, 
The Shepherd from each Doubt releas'd, 
His Joy could nor reftrain ; 
But, as each render Thought increas'd, 
Thus chang'd his railing Strain. 
AIR. 
How engaging, how endearing, 
Is a Lover's Pain and Care 


And how bright the Nymph's appearing, 


After Abſence or Deſpair ! 


| 


The tender, bluſhing, blooming Maid, | 


Women wiſe, increaſe Deſiring, 


By invented kind Delays; f 
Ana, advancing or retiring, 
All they mean is more lo pleaſe, | 7 
CSU NS CES. | ei 
ITH us alike each Seaſon ſuits, =_ | 
V The Spring has frag rant Flon'rs; Th 
The Summer, Shade; the Autumn, Fruits; 17 
The Winter, ſocial Hours 1 
A bleating Flock, an humble Cot, o 
Of ſimple Food a Store: 4 \ 
Theſe are a bleis'd unenvy'd Lot Ta 
We ask the Gods no more, g / 
| et 
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a WAS underneath a May blown, Buſh, 1 

Where Violets bloom and ſweet Primroq 

With Voice melodious as a Thruſh, 7 

Toung Johnny ſung, collecting Poſies: 
Thoſe to the Breaſt muſt be convey'd, 

Of her who ſways my. warmeſt Fancy ; 


My ſmiling, mild, good-natur'd Nancy 


I kn | 
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know that ſome her Youth will jar, * n | 
And call me witleſs Ault and Zuni; O ſweet of Langutge! mild of Mien! 

But I, from conſtant Heart, declare, O Virtue's Friend! and Pleature's Queen! 

2 Inc'er will wed, except my Nanny: Fair Guardian of domeſtic Life ; 

"I envy them nor Pomp, or Dreſs, Beſt Baniſher of home-bred Strite, 

Nor Conqueſt gain'd o'cr Hearts of many; No ſullen Lip, or rannting Eye, 


The Study of my Life's to bleſs, | Deform the Scene where thou art by, 
And pleaſe my dear, my gratcful Nanny. | 


© | | e 
ow much un'ike my Fair to thoſe, No ſick'ning Husband blames the Hour, 
3 Whoſe wanton Charms are free to any; | 2 Joys to female Pow r: 
10 give the World could Idiſcloſe, | No pining Mother weeps the Cares 
A fiftieth Part the Worth of Nanny. Phat Parents waſte on hopeleſs Heirs: 
Let Bucks and Bloods in burnt Campaign, = 1 Daughters pleas d attend; 
7 Toaft Lucy, Charlotte, p and Fanny ; he Brother riſcs 10 the Friend. 
At Notions fo abſurd and vain, | | | 
rol: 14 ſmile, and claſp my blameleſs Nanny. | DUET and CHORUS. 
7 | By Thee! their Board with Flow'rs is crown'd ; 
bl SONG CLXII. 65 Thee! with Songs their Walks reſound } 


RR FCITATIVE | By Thee! their ſprightly Mornings ſhine ; 


a i And Ev'ning Hours in Peace decline. 
OME, Chearfulneſs, triumphant Fair ! | Attend, and grace our gen'rous Toils 


Shine thro' the painful Cloud of Care. With all thy Garlands, all thy Smiles; 
. SONG 


| kn 
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SO N-G---CLXH. 


N Funes fragrant Month, where the filver Thames 
flows, 5 
And Nature's gay Beauties tranſparently ſhows, 
I walk'd with my Nancy lock'd cloſe Arm in Arm, 
And prattled of Love as 1 view'd ev'ry Charm; 
T prais'd her white Boſom, her black flowing Hair, 
Lord, bleis me! ſaid ſhe, this is going too far. 


J loy'd the fair Maid, and my Suit I preferr'd ; 
When Virtue I prais'd, ſhe attentively heard: 
She bluſh'd, as I talk'd of a Veſtal' Deſert; 


And ſmil'd, as I vow'd ſhe had conquer d my Heart : 


Then tenderly ſaid, do not paſs ſuch an Air, 
It you love not with Truta, this 13 going too far. 


She told me, with Eloquence, fine as her Frame, 
That Virtue and Honour were nobler than Fame; 
That Love and Content were ſuperior to Wealth, 
And ſplendid Ambition was nothing to Health; 


That Marr'age was ſacred, which Hcav'n made its 


Care, Ke: 
Lord, bleſs me! thought I, this is going too far. 


And yet ſeem'd afraid, this is going too far. 


Perhops, I reply'd, Mould ſhe offer her Hand, 
In me her Interior in Flocks and in Land, 4 
Her Friends would deſpiſe her, the World it m:. 

blame, | | ; 
Though her Senſe and her Merit would ſtill b: 

ſame; | | 1 
Her Beauty and Fortune might well claim a Star, Ne 


She ſtarted, and laid this is going too far. 


Her Rebuke it was juſt, but her Frown was ſever: 
duch Beauty and Anger no Mortal can bear; 1 
I ſein'd her white Hand, which I preſs'd with my 
Such Sweetneſs the Bees on fair HBybla would ſip; * 
Lask'd her Forgiveneſs, ſhe granted my Prayer, 


I vou'd that my Heart was entirely her own, i 
Wnich ſhould yield to her Sway, as the Tide 2. 


e 3 | . 
She own'd that her Paſſion ſhould equally run, 
As true to my Flame, as its Flower to the Sun; Me! 

Hymen's Torch brightly blaz'd, which has bless 19 
fond Pair, Nee 
W ho love, and neter ſay; this is going too far. T 5 
gy SO) 


£ 
2 


S0 NG CLXIV. 


oN Phillis one Morning a Maying won'd go, 
When ſauatring among the ſwecr Meads to and 
EF fro; 

Jn zin did the Cowflips her fair Hand invite, 
or D). iſie es nor Daffodi ils gave he -r De light: 
er Heart with the throbb! ng of Paſſion did mo 72 
Th Bird on the Spray cod have told her "was 
Love, 

ch Bird on the ray, Ec. 


CF - 


* 3 a 


— 


q* 


nt Jeng! h ſhe grew weary and fat by a Brook, 

no'1C'd he Jaw her, and heard her com plain, 
; Heart was him 'd 10 all. ay ner (oft Þ 4162 - 

dhe, wicked Rogue, thought that Phillis wou d 
[I love, 


i Strephon) the Shepherd, Was batting his Hook ; 
e Swain had led many a Laſs to the Grove, 
ne, Se. 


leer as her Mind was by Innocence dreſs'd, 
as plain that fair Virtue was lodg'd in her Breaſt: 


| 
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Her Beauty was much, but her Modeſty more, 
Which Strephon perceiv'd and began to adore. 

He knelt at her Feet, with a Garland he wove, 

And Pbillis conſented to make him her Love, 

And Phillis, &c. 


$ONG CLXv. 


0, deceitful Fair One, leave me, 
All thy treach' rous n are vain 
Soothing Smiles Hall ne'er deceive me, 
Nor thy Frowns e'er give me Pain. 
Love's reſiſtleſs Pow'r i; avading, 
R obb'd my gen'rous Soul of Reſt; 
Reaion, Honour, Glory, aiding, 
8 the Traitor from my Brea t. 
G05 deceitful, Oc. 


To ſome favour'd Rival fly ; 

Fold him in thy wanton Arms: 
S00:h, careſs him, then betray ; 

Til |, like me, he curſe thy Charms, 
Go, deceittul, Ec. 


SONG 
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1 dS © NG enen 
HE Meads and the Groves in freſh Verdure 
ſhone gay, 
And Philomel chaunted her Love- labour'd Song, 
When the Nymphs and the Swains iu their brighteſt 
Array, | 5 
To chuſe a Hay-Lach, mov'd ſportive along. 
Each Swain burſt with Ardour his Nymph to create, 
And each Nymph with fot: Glances tan caught her 
fond Mate, | 
And each one impatiently waited her Fate. 
How vain were their Wiſhes ? Maria appear'd, 
Like Beauty's fair Goddeſs encircled with Love; 
With Graces attractive each Heart ſhe endear'd, 


In Majeſty paſſing the Conſort of Jove: 3 
The Swains round her moving glad Homage did pay ; 
TheNymphs, with wreath'd Garlands, no longer azlay 
To crown Beauty's Paragon Queen of the Ha. 


SONG CEXVIL 
H! how could I venture to love one like thee, 


And you nat deſpiſe a poor Conqueſt like me? 
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| On Lords, your Admirers, you look'd with Diſdain q all 


And, when the ſhor: Trantport of Love's at an Eu 


I wonder, and think you a Woman no more; 


III gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care: 


- 
' 
{ 


And knew I was nothing, yet pity'd my Pain. * 
You ſaid, when they teiz'd ycu with Nonſenſe er 
Drets, | y. by 
Where real's the Paſſion, the Vanity's lefs : - 2 
You {aw thro' that Silence which others deſpiſe; 
And, while Beaux were prating, read Lcve in 


Ey es. 


The 
wb 


On! where is !heNymph, that like yon, ne'er can <iolh. 


Wboſe Wir can enliven each dull Pauſe of Joy ; 


From p.iſionate Miſtreſs, turn ſenſible Friend? Þ 
When I fee you I love you, bur hearing adore; 


Till mad with admiring, I cannot refrain, | 
And kifling thoſe Lips you turn Woman again. 


With thee in my Boſom, how can I deſpair ? | 
Pl as& thy Advice, when with Trouble oppreſs d qv 
Wich never diſpleaſes, but always is beſt, 1 


H 


e that T do Tl thy Judgment require, 


y Taſte ſhall correct what thy Wir did inſpire : 


＋ en I'll kiſs and careſs thee *till Youth is all o'er, 


* 
5 


Ia then live on Friendſhip when Paſſion's no more. 


SONG CLXVIII. 


7 WHO Ladies look gay,when of Beauty they boaſt, 


And Miſers are envy 'd when Wealth is in- 
creas'd: 


e Vapours oft kill all the Joys of a Toaſt; 


1 n nd the Miſer's a Wretch, when he e. s for the 


Feaſt. 


br be Pride of the Great, of the Rich, of the Fair, 


Day Pity beſpeak, but Envy can't move; 
0 My Thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 
No more my fond Heart is deſiring, 


im Freedom, Content, and the Man that J love. 


SONG CLXIX. 
APPY Scene of gay Delight! 


Warn my Breaſt, and ſooth my Care; 
e will cer aſſert his Right; 
Then let Lovers ne er deſpair. 
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Bring me Lillies, bring me Roſes, 
Myrcle Wreaths and blooming Poſies: 
Haſte you, Nymphs, and hither bring 
All the Trophies of the Spring. 


Baleful Cypreſs caſt aſide, 

(Emblem of deſpairing Love) 
And the weeping Willow hide 

Near the inauſpicious Grove. 
Bring me Lillies, bring me Roſes, 
Myrtle Wreaths and blooming Poſies: 
Haſte you, Nymphs, and hither bring 
All the Trophies of the Spring. 


SONG CLX X. 
Y Heart's like an Anvil, the Hammer is [.,ny2, 
And 'gainſt my poor Breaſt it fo knocks 
The Blows are ſo hard, that I'm ſure I cou'd prove 
Leſs Force wou'd demoliſh an Ox. 
The Godlin on me has exhauſted his (1iyer, 
I feel the ſharp Arrow pierce thorough my Liver 


None bur you, pretty Maid, ſuch a Conqueſt cer 
boaſted ; 


| Take pity, or elſe [ muſt die over-roaſted. 


SUNG 
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1'll teaze them and vex them, 

I'li plague and perplex them: | 
Since Men try all Arts our weak Sex to betray, 
III ſhow them a Woman's as cunning as they. 


Yourg Damon ador'd me, and Lycon the vain, 
By Turns I encourag'd each amorous Swain; 
They knelt and they trembled, 
I ſmil'd and diſſembled: : 
Since Men try all Arts our weak Sex to betray, 
I'll how them a Woman's as cunning as they. 


Then hear me, ye Nymphs, and my Counſel believe, 
Refiſt all their Wiles, the Deceivers decave:s 
Their canting and whining, 
Their ſighing and pining, | 
Are all meant as Baits our weak Sex to betray ; 
Then prove there are Women as cunning as they. 


Favourite New Songs. 


The Conqueſt I prize, tho" the Slaves I diſdain : | 


Again purple Cluſters ſhall bluſh on the Vine; 


SONG CLXXII. 


+ 
. 
Y 
; 
> 
2 
* 
. 
"8 
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2 
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more | p 
Shall rouſe the fierce Soldier to fight; | 0 ; 
Our Meads ſhall no longer be floated with Gore, | &, 
Nor Terror diſturb the calm Night. Hi £ 


HE Drum is unbrac'd, and the Trumpe: 


Once more o'er the Fields golden Harveſts ſhall ip 4 
The Olive her Flow'rets increaſe ; +; \ 
Theſe, theſe, are the Bleſſings of Peace. 1 

The Shepherd ſecurely now roams thro' the Gladt, 9 1 

Or merrily pipes in the Vale; E 

The Youth in ſoft Numbers attempts his coy Maid: 

The Virgins dance blithe in the Dale. : 


{| TheFlow'rs, with gay Colours, embroider the Grovur F. 


Unpreſs'd by an A Feet; 


The Bleatings of Sheep from the Hillocks reſoun A , 
And the Birds their trim Sonnets repeat. 1 


SONG CLXXII. 


| | | 

4 4 KECITATEY E 

k feſtive Board was met, the ſocial Band, 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their ſilent Stand; 
Fons, began the Sage, be this the Rule; 

ſo Pro auſtere muſt dare approach my School; 
re Love and Bacchus jointly reign within ; 


1 
1+ 
F 
7 


Care, be gone! Here dadneſs is a Sin. 
; n 
Tell not me the Joys that wait 
;, {Ob him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 
7 1 and Wiſdom I deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the Rich and Wiſe: 
* Queen that gives ſoft Wiſhes Birth, 
d Bacchus, God of Wine and Mirth; 
their Friend and Fav'rite own, 
At d I was born for them alone : 
"Be neſs, Title, Pomp, and State, 
ye em to the Fools J hate. 


d: 
zur 


* 
7 


let Love, let Life be mine; 
me Women, bring me Wine: 


4 
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Speed the dancing Hours away, 

Mind not what the Grave-ones ſay : 

Gayly let the Minutes fly, 

In Wit and Freedom, Love and Joy: 

So ſhall Love, ſhall Life be mine; 
Bring me Women, bring me Wine. 


SONG CLXXIV. 


DAMON 
FANAST, my Love, thine Eyes around, 
See the ſportive Lambkins play ; 


Nature gayly decks the Ground 
All in Honour of the May: 


Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 


Liſten to the Voice of Love, 


FLORA LA 


Damon, thou haſt found me long 


Liſt'ning to thy ſoothing Tale, 
And thy ſoft perſuaſive Tongue 
Often held me in the Dale: 
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Take, Oh! Damon, while I live, 
All which Virtue ought to give. 


DAM O N. 
Not the Verdure of the Grove, 

Not the Garden's faireſt Flow'rs, 
Nor the Meads where Lovers rove, 
Tempted by the vernal Hours, 
Can delight thy Damon's Eye, 

If Florella is not by. 


FLOREL L £: 
Not the Waters gentle Fall, | 
By the Banks with Poplars crown'd, 
Not the feather'd Songſters all, 
Nor the Flute's melodious Sound, 
Can delight Florella's Ear, 
If her Damon is not near. 


| BO r R. 
Let us love, and let us live, 
Like the chearful Seaſon gay, 
Baniſhi Care, and let us give 
Tribute to the fragrant May: 


Like the Sparrow and the Dove, 
Liſten to the Voice of Love. 


8 © N G CLXXV. 


| > ts ſay you love, and twenty more 


Have ſigh'd, and ſaid the ſame before; 


| And yet I ſwear, I can't tell how, 
| I ne*er believ'd a Man *cill now; 


] ſwear I can't tell how, 


I ne'er believ'd a Man 'cill now: 
*Tis odd that I ſhould Credit give 


To Words, who know that Words deccive; 
And lay my better Judgment by EL. 
To truſt my partial Ear, or Eye, 


| To rrult my partial Ear, 
| My partial Ear, or Eye. 


|' Tis ten to one I had deny'd 
| Your Suit, had you To-morrow try'd ; 


But Faith, unthinkingly, To-day 

My heedleſs Heart is gone aftray ; 
Unthinkingly To-day, 

My heedleſs Heart is gone aſtray: 


gbring it back would give me Pain, 
Peſhays the Struggle too was vain; 

# indolent, aid he tha: gains 
cart, may keep it for his Pains ; 
And he that gains my Heart, 

10 keep it for his Pains. 


1 SONG CLXXVI. 

) HEN Bluſhes dy'd the Cheek of Morn, 
And Dew-drops gliſten'd on the Thorn, 

N jen Sky-Larks tun'd their Carols ſweet, 

-w the God of Light and Heat: 

Wander from his downy Bed, 

0 air Liſetta s Chamber ſped: 

ying awake, ſweet Love of mine, 

come to be thy Valentine; 


make, awake, ſweet Love of mine, 
come to be thy Valentine. 


fc "Jury that balmy Sleep denies, 

long unvell'd her brilliant Eyes, 

wich, that a Kiſs ſhe might obtain, 
Ertfally had clos'd again: 


A CilleFion of Favourite New S''gs. 
| 


He ſunk, thus cau,n un Bean! ty's Trap, 
Like Phoabus imo Thetis' Lap, 


And ne'er forgot thu hits Detign 
Was but to be her Valentine, Sc. 


She, farting, cry'd, I am undone ! 
Philander, charming Youth ! begone, 

For this Time, to your Vows ſincere, 
Make Virtue, not your Love, appear: 

No Sleep has clos'd theſe watchful Eyes; 
Forgive the {imple fond Diſguiſe: 

To generous Thoughts your Heart incline, 


And be my faithful Valentine, &c. 


The brutal Paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair Honour govern d in its Read, 

And both agreed, eber ſetting Sun, 

To join two virtuous Hearts in one: 

Thetr beauteous Offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet Effects of mutual Love: 

And from that Hour, to Life's Decline, 
She bleſs'd the Day of Valentine, Oc. 


M SONG 
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SONG CLXXVII. SONG CEXXVIII. Wl 
IVE us Glafſes, my Wench, give us Wine and Ontented all Day I will fi: by your Side, I 
we'll quench Where Poplars, far ſpreading, o'er-arch W 

The Remembrance of Pain and of Grief ; cool Tide : of 

To the Winds with our Care, for we'll never deſpair, And while the clear River runs pur'ing along, ib 
While a Bottle can give us Relief, The Lark and the Linner contend in their Song. 


While a Bottle can give us Relief. 1 
In our Revels and Joy, we'll forget the proud Boys: Perhaps when the Nightingale opens her Thhros, p 


Let the Lethe its Miracle work; And fills the gay Concert in every Note; F 
For as hollow I find, as the Bortle's her Mind, | Or when "Turtles ſoft Murmurs are heard thro 
And her Heart 1s as light as the Cork, Grove, 2 
And her Heart is as light as the Cork. =, You'll ſofcen to Pity, and liten to Love. 
Ariadne the gay, in Deſpair as they ſay, T 
e, = my _ on her Port = In queſt of new Charms the dull Time | I'd beguil . 
Bus in D da Rong þ Ped 5 wha in And bask in the Glow of a Look or a Smile, % 


A new Lover as conſtant as kind. | SONG CLXXIX. | 
Theſe are Fables, my Dear, but the Moral is clear, | AN an Ailment fo killirgly ſweet I could dit 8 
It was Wine that her Peace did rettore ; * () For your Sight it fo charms me, 
When he leir the poor Laſs, Chills, changes and warms me, 
Why ſhe took to her Glaſs, - That IJ wiſh, and T wiſh, nor know wherefore, nory 
And ſhe never remember'd him more, | And my Soul 1 could waft it away in a Sigh. 


le 


n alone vou can chear me, 
I tremble when near me, 

\ Senſes grow all as bewitch'd as my Mind, 

0 my e on your Eyes they could look themſelves 
ind. 


r 


HO' Baucis and I were both ancient and poor, 
We never yet drove the Diltreſs'd from our 

* Door; 

bt ail of our Little, a Latte can ſpare 

t thoſe Who, like us, Life s Infirmities bear. 

Ime, come, my good Friends, let us go in DIPPING 

Cup of good Liquor will keep out the Weather: 

ur Hearts they are great, tho' our Means are but 

n; 

ou're heartily welcome, and that's beſt of all. 


dure welcome at our humble Board to partake 
a Jug of good Ale, and a good Barley Cake; 


1 
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k [hen abſent, nor Reft, ror Refreſhment I find; 


| 
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A good roaring Fire as high as your Noſe, 
And a cleanly warm Bed your old Limbs 10 repoſe. 


We know no Ambition, we have no Eſtate, 

No Porter to worry the Poor from our Gate: 
We earn what we ſpend, and we pay as we go; 
It were not amiſs if the Rich wou uld do ſo. 


SONG CLXXXI. 


RO M the Man whom 1 love, tho' my Hen? 
diſguiſe, 


1 will freely deſcribe the Wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has Senſe but to balance a Straw, 


He will ſure take a Hint from the Picture I draw, 


A Wir, withour Senſe ; without Fancy, a Beau ; 


Like a Parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a Crow: 


A Peacock in Pride, in Grimace a Baboon, 
In Courage a Hind, in Conceit a Gaſcoon, 


As a Vulture rapacious, in Falſhood a Fox; 
A as Waves, and unfeeling as Rocks : : N 
Z 
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As a Tyger ferocious, perverſe as a Hog : 
In Miſchief an Ape, and in fawning a Dog. 


In a Word, to ſum up all his Talents together, 

His Heart is of Lead, and his Brains are of Feather; 
Vet it he has Senſe bur to balance a Straw, | 
He will ſure take a Hint from the Picture I draw. 


5s ON G CLXXXII. 


97 REPHON long doated on Pyæbe the Fair, 
© Whoſe Heart of his Anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare; 
Bur fearing his Paſſion wou'd changeable prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft Dictates of Love. 


The Beauties you fancy, the Fair One would ſay, 
Are Charms of a Moment and doom'd to decay ; 
Love founded ſo {lightly can never prove true, 
The Bloom diſappearing, the Paſſion dies too. 


0 wrong not your Beauty, reply'd the fond Swain, 
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Vet Vircuc, ſtill blooming, gains Vigour by Ting 


| Kind Pyhœbe aſſenting, beliey'd the fond Yourh, 1 


Her Virtue and Honour will ever be fair. 
* 


That makes fancy'd Evils like real appear; 


| T TEND, ye Nymphs, while J impart, 


Tho'Age, ike the Winter, may bl: thy fair Pri, 1 


TheStrength of my Eyes, u ith your Charms will er 2 
Nor gaze at a Face that is younger than thine; 
7 8 3 5 J 
While this faithful Heart, ever true to my Vo, tif 
Preſerves thy dear Image as bright as *tis now. 


y 
K 


©: - 
I. 


; Sor 
Then baniſh, dear Pyœbe, each Doubt and each e 
The ſwift flying Moments with Ardour improve, W: 
And grant the Reward that is due ro my Love. . 
Me! 
, Th: 
Who prov'd that his Paſſion was founded on Tru 
Tho' envious Age may her Beauty impair, let 
Wi 
J 
De: 


Y 


SONG CLLXXXIII. 


The ſecret Wiſhes of my Heart; 
And tell the Swain, if one there be, 


9 
1. 
Fre 


Its laſting Impreſſion will ever remain; 7 


| Whom Fate deſigns for Love and me. 


e Reaſon oer bis Thoughts preſide, 

t Honour all his Actions guide; 
fil in Virtue let him be, | 

ie Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 

e: ſolid Senſe inform his Mind, 

With vure Good-Nature ſweetly join'd; 

Gre Friend to modeſt Merit be, 

Ft 1 e Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 

Mere Sorrow prompts the penſive Sigh 

Where Grief bedews the dropping Eye; 

Melting in Sympathy J ſee, 

be Swain deſign'd for Love and me. 

wi a 

Let ſordid Avy'rice claim no Part 

Within his tender generous Heart : 

I! be that Heart from Falſhood free, 

Heroted all to Love and me. 


? SONG CEXXXIV. 
T4 MON, believe not your Jennys untrue, _ 
Nor think that ſhe's falſe and inconſtant to you; 
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Think yon tow'ring Mount of itſelf ſhall remove, 
Ere, Damon, you doubt of the Truth of my Love. 


Yon clear cryſtal Stream ſhali Mountains o':rflow, 
And on the hard Rock the pale Primroſe ſhall blow; 
In queſt of the Lyon, the Lambkin ſhall range, 

Ere Jenny's fix dd Paſſion ſhall leſſen or change. 


Upon the ſmooth Green, when the Shepherds advance 
To hatl 4/ay's Returg with rhe Tabor and Dance; 
If Damon is abſent I quit the glad Throne, 


And join my Complaint to the Nightingale's Song. 


The Pain which I ſuffer my Flocks ſeem to know, 
And frolick and play as to leſſen my Woe; 

I cry, ceaſe, dear Lambkins, your ſporting and play; 
You cannot delight while my Damon's away. 


No Toil ſhall diſcomfort while Damon's in Sight; 
The Sun's piercing Rays can in Summer delight; 
And Winter's rude Tempeſt ſhall till find me gay, 
For, bleſt with my Shepberd, each Month will be May. 


M 3 SONG 
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SONG CEXXXV. 
ELL, it 1 continue but in the ſame Mind, 
I never ſhall wed, I proteſt; 
There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all rhe Male Kind, 
That bad my Thoughts pictur'd the beſt. 


The Nymphs would perſuade, and talk 'till they vex, 
Love's Lure to catch Youth in the Prime; 

Why, if one muſt once like the oppolite Sex, 
I think Seventeen the right Time. 


They tell ir as ſtrange, I ſhould be ſo annoy'd 
Ar Men, who were meant for our Good : 

But what's in one's Nature we cannot avoid; 
I'd be in the Mode, if I cou'd, 


The Shepherds all wonder that from them I fly, 
If ſeen o'er the Plain as I go: 

Why fill let them wonder at Diſtance, ſay I, 

The Men ſhould be always kept ſo. 


Young Collin declares my Averſion's a Jol e, 

And thinks in my Heart to ſucceed ; 

For Woman, he ſays, never thought as ſhe ſfoke ; 
He's mighty obliging indeed. EN 


A Cullection of Favourite New WILJAP 


He caught me juſt now; and, it came in his Head, 


H“ giddy is Vouth, yet above all Advice! 


| She was wiſe, as they tell me, perhaps it might be; I 


To kits me, but from him I tore; 
Vet really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 
He could not have frighten'd me more. 


I hope that ſuch Freedoms he'll ne'er again uſe, 


My fixt Reſolution to try ; 
For, oh! I am certain I ſhall not refuſe—— 


I mean, that I ſhall not comply. 
SONG CLXXXVI. 


You counſel and counſel in vain ; 
I've try'd what is Wedlock, and like it ſo well, 
That I'll never be married again. 
The Spouſe that I pitch'd on was comely and your! fas 
And ſweet as the Flow'rs of the Plain: 


But I ne'er will be married again. 


I ſaw the poor Creature laid deep in her Grave, | 
My Tears they came pouring like Rain; F 

But as Sunſhine, you know, will foul Weather ſuccetþ 
So I quickly recover'd again. 7 

8 Lu 


3 


14 
37 


ke Caſtles of Fairies it ſeems to my Sight, 
And Fancy indulges the W him; _ 
bt, alas! when you ry it, is all a meer Cheat, 
And the ſame dull Tale over again 


SONG CLXXXVII. 


EE Belinda, fair as Morning, 


With her flying Steps advance 


* d, Diana like, adortiing | 


Mr he gay Mazes of the Dance. 


r each Attitude how charming, 


With what Grace ſhe ſwims around; 


3 
. +. 


nk, 


coet 


ww ec:ly every Senſe alarming, 
All are in her Fetters bound. 


Her inchanting Form ſurveying, 
We ſa thouland Beauties trace; 


rds of little Cupids playing, 
Dart new Luſtre o'er her Face. 


H. ppy, who the Nymph poſſeſſing, 
FM her Boſom fondly ftghs ; 

W crc ſhe mine, how vaſt the Bleſſing! 
Li Y ings might envy ſuch a Prize. 


1 
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SONG CEXXXVIII, 


| ® Nymph that I lov'd was as bonny and gay, 


Aud as ſweet as the bloſſoming Hawthorn in 
May; | 
Her Temper was ſinooth as the Down on the Dove, 


Aud her Face was as fair as the Mother of Love. 


Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt Zephyr that ſheds, 

And receives gentle Odours from Violet Beds; 

Let warm in Perfection as Phxbus at Noon, 

And a: chaſte as the ſilver whi.e Beams of the Moon, 


Her Mind was unſallied as new-fallen Srow, 

Yer as lovely as Tints from young Jris's Bow ; 

As clear as the Spring, and as deep as the Flood: 
She, tho' witty, was wiſe ; and tho' beautiful, good. 


The Sweets that each Virtue or Grace had in Store, 
She cull'd, as the Bee does the Bloom of each Flower: 
Which treaſur'd for me, O] how happy was I? 

| For tho: her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy. 


SONG 
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SONG CLXXXIX. 

ILL your Glaſſes, baniſh Grief, 

Laugh and worldly Cares deſpiſe : 
Sorrow ne'er can bring Relief; 

Joy from drinking will ariſe. 
Why ſhould we with wrinkled Care, 
Change what Nature made ſo fair? 

Drink, aid ſet your Hearts at Reſt, 
Ot a bad Bargain make the beſt. 


Some purſue the winged Wealth, 
Some to Honour do aſpire ; 

Give me Freedom, give me Health, 
There's the Sum of my Deſire. 

What the World can more preſent, 

Will not add to my Content; 

Drink, and ſet your Minds at Reſt, 

Quiet of Mind is always beft, 


Buſy Brains, we know, alas ! 
With Imaginations run 

Like Sand in the Hour-Glafs, 
Turn'd and turn'd and ſtill runs on; 


| Never knowing when to ſtay, 

| But uneaſy every Way ; 
Drink, and fer your Hearts at Reft, 
Peace of Mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our Wine, 
Makes the Heart alert and free; 
Let it Rain, or Snow, or ſhine, 
Still the ſame Thing *tis with me. 
There's no Fence againſt our Fate, 
Changes daily on us wait; 
Drink, and ſet your Hearts at Reſt, 


Ot a bad Bargain make the belt, 


SONG cxc. 


A S Thyrſis reclin'd by her Side he lov'd beſt, 
With a Sigh her ſoft Hand to his Boſom Wi 
preſs'd, | 1 
While his Paſſion he breath'd in the Grove: 
As the Bird to his Neſt ſtill returns for Repoſe, 
As back to its Fountain the conſtant Stream flows, t& 


| Sp true and unchang'd is my Love. 


Fe'er this Heart roves or revolts from it's Chains, 

May Ceres in Rage quit the Vallies and Plains ; 
May Pan his Protection deny: 

Invain would young Phillis and Laura be kind, 

In the Lips of another no Raptures I fiud; 
* thee, as I've liv'd, fo Il die. 


bre ſtill had he ſworn, but the Queen of the May, 


& | Way, 

And ſought ſweet Repoſe in the Shade: 

With Sorrow, young Lovers, I tell the ſad Tale, 
be Laſs was alluring, the Shepherd was frail, 
And forgot ev'ry Vow he had made. 


comfort the Nymph, and her Loſs to ſupply, 

he Form of Alexis, young Cupid drew nigh, 

„Ie Shepherds the Envy and Pride: 

M Wl! blame not the Maid, if o' ercome by his Truth, 
Hand and her Heart ſhe beſtow'd on the Youth, 

4 nd next Morning beheld her his Bride. 


* 


Ern rather from Sylvia's Example, ye Fair, 


Young Jenny the Wanton, by chance, paſs'd that 
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Give Sorrow and Care to the Wind: 

If faithful the Swain, to his Paſſion be true; 

If falſe, ſeek Redreſs from a Lover that's new, 
And pay each Inconftant in Kind. 


SONG CXCL. 


THE World, my dear Mira, is full of Deceit, 
And Friendſhip a Jewel we ſeldom can meet; 
How ſtrange does it ſeem that in ſearching all round, 


This Source of Content is ſo rare to be found:! 

O Friendſhip ! thou Balm and rich Sweetner of Life, 
Kind Parent of Eaſe, and Compoſer of Strife; 

{| Without thee, alas! what are Riches and Poy'r ? 

But empty Deluſions, the Joys of an Hour, 


How much to be priz'd and eſteem'd is, a Friend, 
On whom we may always with Safery depend ; 
Our Joys, when extended, will always encreaſe, 
And Griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into Peace. 


| When Fortune is ſmiling, what Crowds will appear 
Their Kindneſs to offer, and Friendſhip ſincere? | 
| Yer change but the Proſpect, and point out Diſtreſs, 


ra plealing Revenge ſhould take Place of Deſpair, ] No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 


SONG 


x 20 
SONG CXCII. 
TE Pride of every Grove I choſe, 
The Violet ſweet, and Lilly fair, 
The dappled Pink, and bluſhing Roſe, 
To deck my charming Che's Hair. 

Ar Morn the Nymph vouchſaf'd to Place 
Upon her Brow the various Wreath: _ 
The Flow'rs, leſs blooming than her Face, 

The Scent, leſs fragrant than her Breath. 


The Flow'rs ſhe wore along the Day, 

And ev'ry Nymph and Shepherd ſaid, 

That in her Hair they look'd more gay, 
Than glowing in their native Bed. 

Undreſs'd at Evening, when ſhe found 
Their Odours paſt, their Colours loſt ; | 

She chang'd her Look, and on the Ground 
Her Garland, and her Eye ſhe caſt. 


That Eye drop'd Senſe, diſtinct and clear 
As any Muſes Tongue could ſpeak ; 
When, rom its Lid, a pearly Tear ; 

Ran trickling down her beauteous Cheek. 


—_—W:.. — 


) 
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Diſſembling what I knew too well, 
« My Love! my Life! ſaid I, explain 


| © That Change of Humour? prithee tell, 


« That falling Tear, what can it mean!“ 


| She ſigh'd, the ſmil'd, and to the Flowers 


Pointing, the lovely Mor'liſt ſaid, 
See, Friend, in ſome few fleeting Hours, 
See yonder, what a Change is made 


« Ah! me, the blooming Pride of May, 


« And that of Reauty are but one ; 


At Morn, both flouriſh bright and gay; 


* Both fade at Evening, pale and gone. 


« At Dawn, poor Stella danc'd and ſung, 
(The am'rous Youths around her bow'd ; : 


At Night, her fatal Knell was rung; 


« I ſaw, and kiſs'd her in her Shroud. 


“Such as ſhe is, who dy'd To-day, 


« Such J, alas! may be To-morrow : 
« Go, Damon, bid thy Muſc diſplay, 
The Juſtice of thy Chloe's Sorrow.“ 


$0) 
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# SONG CXClII. 

ALY, Care, to the Winds thus I blow thee away; 
'n drown thee in Wine, if thou dar'ſt but to ſtay: 
th Bumpers of Claret my Spirits PlI raiſe, 

Haugh, and I'll ſing, all the reſt of my Days. 


eat Bacchus this Moment adopts me his Son, 

xd brightens my Fancy with Tranſports unknown: 
he ſparkling Liquor new Vigour ſupplies, 

makes the Nymph kind who before was too wiſc. 
hen, dull ſober Morrtals, be happy with me; 

wo Bottles of Claret will make us agree, 

[ll open your Eyes to ſee Phillis's Charms, 
nd, her Coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe will fly to your 
= Arms. = 1 


SONG CXCIV. 
Herever I'm going, and all the Day long, 
At Home and Abroid, or alone in a Throng, 
{pd chac my Paſſion's ſo lively and ftrong, 
t your Name when I'm filent {till runs in my Song, 
Galina mona ora, Balin a mona ora, Balina mona ora, 
Kiss of your ſweet Lips for me. | 


* 


| 


t31 
Since the firſt Time I ſaw you I take no Repoſe, 
| {lcep all the Day to forget Half my Woes; 
do hot is the Flame in my Boſom that plows, 
By St. Patrick, I fear it will burn thro* my Cloaths, 


| Sing Balin a mona ora, &c. 


Your pretty black Huir for me. 


In my Conſcience I fear I ſhall die in my Grave, 
Unleſs you ye and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant tne Perition your Lover docs crave, 


Who never was free *till you made him your Slave, 
Sing Balin à mona ora, &c. 


_ Your pretty black Eyes for me. 


On that happy Day when I make you my Bride, 
With a ſwinging long Sword how I'll firut and I'll 
| ftride ? | | 
With Coach and Six Horſes with Honey I'll ride, 
As before you I walk to the Church by your Side, 
Sing Balin a mona ora, Balin a mona ora, Bali a mona 
ora, 


Your lilly white Fiſt for me. 
SONG 
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SONG CXCV, 
T7 IND God of Sleep, ſince it muſt be 
That we reſign ſome. Hours to thee, 
Invade me not whilſt the full Bowl 
Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul 
Then only 1 thy Aid implore, 
When I can laugh and drink no more; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, 
1 haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But, Oh! if melting in my Arms, 
The Nymph ador'd, with all her Charms, 

In ſome ſoft Dream ſhould me ſurprize, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 
Then, gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay, 
And flow ly, flowly bring the Day. 
If Fancy can ſuch Bliſs beftow, 
Who wou'd not be dcluded fo ? 


SONG CXCVI. 
IEL me a Bowl, a mighty Bow], 
Large as my Capacious Soul: 
Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bow 1, 
Large as my Capacious Soul: 


Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 


Or day Day's filver fragrant Thorn? 


O tweeter far the Breath of Love! 


| It Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why does it torre 


Vaſt as my Thirſt is, let it have 
Depth enough to be my Grave ; 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For I deſtgn to bury it there. 


Worthy of Wine, worthy of me; 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 


As that bright Cup amongſt the Stars. | 4% 
Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, * i 
Large as my capacious Soul. T 


| SONG CXCVII. 4 
HAT's ſweeter than the new-blown Roe 


Or Breezes from the new-mown Cloſe? N 
j y - I 
W har's ſweeter than an April Morn ? =_ - 


it 


[ 
nd 
7 8 1 0. j 
What than Arabia's ſpicy Grove? 3 


SONG CXCVIII. 


It bitter, Oh! tell me, whence comes my Ce: 


N 


01 grieve at my Fate, ſince I know "ts in vain; 
=... leo the Pain is, fo fott is the D 
(38 pleaſing the Pain is, fo lott is the Dart, 


That at once it both wounds me and tickles my Hearrt. 


. I ſaffer wich Pleaſare, why hh uld I complain ? 


gra her Hand gently, look Jangutſhing down, 

kad by paſſionate Silence, I make my Love known : 
O01! how I'm bleſt when ſo kind ſhe does prove, 
ſome willing Miſtake to diſcover her Love; 

hen in ſtriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her Flame, 
Ind our Eyes tell each other, what neither dare name. 


oy pleaſing is Beauty ! how ſweet are the Charms ! 
ay delightful Embraces ! how peaceful her Arms! 
Fore there's nothing ſo eaſy as learning to Love, 
Ih taught us on Earth and by all Things above; 


bf 'ris Beauty that conquers and keeps the fair Field. 
: $ONG cxcix. 
4A BURLESQUE on the foregoing. 


Wine be a Cordial, why does it torment ? 
ne: 


Con 


A Cullefion of Fax 


ad to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt yield, 


orite New S108, 


| Since I drink it with Pleaſure, why ſhould ! 
plain, 

Or repent ev'ry Morn, when J know "tis in vain ? 

Yer ſo charming the Glaſs is, ſo deep is the Quart, 

That at once it both drowns and enlivens my Heart, 
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Com- 


I rake it off briskly, and when it is down, 

By my jolly Complexion I make my Joy known: 
But, Oh! how I'm bleſt, when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
By it's ſovereign Heat to expel that of Love; 

When in quenching the old, I create a new Flame, 
And am wrapt in ſuch Pleaſures as ſtill want a Name, 


SONG e. 


F *tis Joy to wound a Lover, 
How much more to give him Eaſe? 
When his Paſſion we diſcover, 
O! how plealing tis to pleaſe ! 


This is doubly to encharm him, 
Makes him proud to be a Slave ; 
What can more our Worth inform him, 


a Poiſon, Oh! tell me whence comes my Content: 


* to heal the Wounds we gave? 


Thus 
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"ns the Warrior, fain'd in Story, | J | SONG CCIT. | 
],-ading Captive ti of the Ficld ; | EI. IL. me, ye Gay, ye Brave, ye Wiſe, 


Jutly merits double Glory, Ye Strangers all to Celia's Eycs, 
Gently treating choſe that yield. Whoſe Hearts are ever free; 
SONG Cel Lell me, how ſhall a wounded Swain 
Like the Man whoſe ſoaring Soul, The Conflicts of his Mind reſtrain, 
Is gen'rous and refin'd; Tu ixt Love and Liberty. 
W hoſe Paſſions act beneath Controul, : 3 5 
Wich Love and Honour jpin'd. With conſſant Care my Flavia charms, 
The Oak, by Woodbines on the Plan, And courts me to her willing Arms, 
Encompaſs'd and careſs'd, | The trueſt Nymph 1s ſhe : 
Is not more ſtedfaſt in its Reign, My revel Heart ſtill unconfin'd, 
Nor is more ſweetly dreſs'd, To all her fond Endearments blind, 


Is not more ſtedfaſt, Oc. Seeks Love and Liberty. 


The frothy Sons of Vice and Show, AV3a | 
f « ee A Victim falls to Celia's Shri 
Like Shadows and like Noiſe | 7 . _ FINE 
mow —_— in IVR we know, lobe. 8 97 255 pie 
at ſober Senſe enjoys: _ | | . 2 
But pure and conſtant Love endears, 7 * an Shame, 
And feaſts both Ear and Sight; | 13 loft _ Liberty n 


While ev'ry Thing that Virtue fears | 
Can give no true Delight, | | © hear me, cruel God of Love, 


While ev'ry Thing, Sc. Propitious to thy Suppliant prove; | 
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In! let me ſtill be free: | e WJ NW CCI. 

ce Flavia with her Rival's Charirs, TI HU" his Paſſion in Silence the Youth won'd con- 
bleſs me in my Celia's Arms, 1 0 

Wich Love and Liberty. What his Tongue wou'd not utter his Eyes ſtill reveal; 
[7 | And by ſoft ſtolen Glances unwillingly prove, 

2 That they are the Teil-Tales of Celadon's Love, 

| SONG CCL, That they are the Tell-Tales, Cc. 

FENTS, Queen of tender Paſſions, 8 bliebe Shepherd 2 

Soft Diſpoſer of the Heart; | know the fond Youth by his Bluſh and his Smile; 

I thy am'rous Inclinations And ſurely ſuch Looks were not mide to beguile, 

To my Cloe's Brealt impart. And ſurely ſuch Looks, Ec. 

Ae the lies 1 Tho? indiff rent the Subject, whatever it prove, ö 
b 05 —_ Rs _ berry He inſenſibly turns the Diſcourſe upon Love 5 [ 
C's Breaft landed „ If he talks to another, with Pleaſure I ſee, ö 
ec ee Inyo | Tho' his Words are to h his Look 1] 
S$corn and Beauty's fatal Powers. Th his Word ee wal ue tiene, | 
., Queen, Se. | o' his Words are to her, &c. 4 
HH | 3 When he ſpeaks, if alone, I am ever in Fear, 4 
ern, ah! Cloe, turn and hear; He ſhou'd ſay what Idread, and yet wiſh moſt to hear: q 
Pity wretched Damon's Woe : { Shou'd he mention hisLove, tho' myPride wou'd deny, I 
Ws! what human Heart can bear My Heart whiſpers, Celia; fond Ce/ia, comply. f 
The Force of Scorn and Beauty too! | q 


My Heart whiſpers, &c. 
N 2 


SONG 
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S O NG... CCV. 


HEN Morn her Sweets ſhall firſt unfold, 


And paint the fleecy Clouds with Gold, 
On tufred Green, O let me play, 
And welcome up the jocund Day. 
Wak'd by the gentle Voice of Love, 
Ariſe, my Fair, ariſe, and prove 
The dear Delights fond Lovers know, 
The beſt of Bleſſings here below. 


To ſome clear River's verdant Side, 

Do thou my happy Footſteps guide; 

In Concert with the purling Stream, 
We'll ſing and Love ſhall be the Theme. 
Ere Night aſſumes her gloomy Reign, 
And Shadows lengthen o'er the Plain, 
We'll to ſome filent Shade repair, 

For Peace and Pleaſure wait us there. 


The laughing God there keeps his Court, 
And little Loves inceflant ſport ; 
Around the winning Graces wait, 
And calm Contentment guards the Seat: 
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There, loſt in Extacies of Joy, | 
Wits zen&reft Scenes our Thoughts employy 
Wel bleſs tlie Hour our Love begun, 


Tue happy Moment mage us one. 

So 3 SONG CCVL 

ma * EILE I, fair Delia, view thy Faces 

And ev'ry Charm admire. 

Thy Eves a thouſand Raptures raiie, 

And burn me with Deſire. 
Tranſported thus, thou lovely Maid! 

With Pleaſure I gaze on, 


Till by my hcedleſs Looks berray'd, 


I'm unwares undone, 
Thus the poor Wretch whoſe luckleſs Sight, 
The fatal Serpent ſpies, 
Looks on, and gazes with Delight, 

But, as he gazes, dies. 


„„ SONG Qvit 
N young Afrea's ſparkling Eye, 
I Reſifiers Love has fixt his Throne; 
A thouſand Lovers bleeding lie. 


For her, with Wounds they tear to own. 


res 


1 Wi the coy ge uty ſpeeds her Flight 

b diſtant Groves from whence ſhe came; 
Eight ning vanithes from Sight, 

By: leaves the Foreft in a Flame. 


SONG CCVIIT. 
HIT. ST Youth and Beauty join to pleaſes 
The preſent Bliſs enjoy; 
bur flies, and Beanry ſoon decays, 
d Time on ev'ry Charm will {ciz2, 
Then, Celia, be not coy. 


4 
1 * 


held the Lilly as it grows, 

* hite as thy ſnowy Brealt ; 

ſerve the fragrant bluſhing Roſe, 
ch rival Sweets thy Lips diſcloſe, 
* theſe and make me blcſs'd. 


then Nature's in her beſ Array, 

In Spring's gay Robe arrir'd ; 

hen ſmiling Phobas gilds the Day, 

i lk thee they ſhine, like thee look 920% 
And are like thee admir d. 


A ColleAion of ron ite New Nn 


Zut when bleak Winter's chilling Shade 
Deforms the gloomy Sky, 


Their Bloom decays, their Glories fade, 


Lou is their Pride af Beaury laid, 
They droop their Heads and die. 
SONG IX. 
do ol WIV pleaſing Hope and painful Fear, 


True Love divided lies; 


Wirh ar:tels Look and Soul ſincere, | 


Above all mean Diſcuiſe : 

For Celia thus my Hearc is mov 4d; 
Accept it, lovely Fair: 

I've lik'd before, but never lov'd, 
Then let me not deſpair. 


My Fare before your Feer I lay; 
Sentence your willing Slave: 

Remember tho that Tyrants ſlay, 
And heav'nly Powers ſave: 

To bleſs is Heav'n's peculiar Grace; 
Le: me a Bleſſing find; 

And, fince you wear an Angel” s Face, 
O! ſhow an Angel's Mind, 


N 3 


137 


os = 


4 * 1 + + 8 8 * * - — - 1 _— . 4 
2 = — PE + ! * * 
„„ . A 3 hh n 3 . 5 
We : , . 2 -E 3 > on 4 "I" 4 P71 . vm 2 7 r — 
as 4 — 1 a0 by "2 v 1 4 + 4, © - "ut +. „ x” 1 " « 7 N bY * 22 — * 3 * 
1 3 1 * 2 * 1 4 - $i - of 3% +. $, A \ 3. . . ' 2 — * - —— — 
SY * e LE; 1 E * 9 8: 8 4 V, < 8 85 . a 3 s " » f OSS \ * — 2 . 
2 — 2 e 0 — 5 — F 7 _— 2 £ - — - 2 N 2 * x 8 yy a Cat 
pars 4 „ 1 ber \ > - _ we” 1 F ls ah 8 — "7 2 
( « N. IC * 5 4 1 ; - . , F 20 25 A * . rs — 1 . — 
Þ <<." 5 Sg, = 2 £ - x r — 
* — 
— 


"= 
7 WES "=: Io 
* Fi mee 
4 * 4 | * 2 
— TE f J im; * 2 * 
2 7 - ** E aan 26 22 1 » — ——_—-= 5 * Ws, ad 4 
A WF...» RL OO” EE = 7 * 2 . I : — 2 * 3 ä * — 
— . 33 N 5 «wt 1 Se. bbs — * * ; 4 oy 5 2 ä PR 
o * : 5 + 5 - eee aw * * * — og PO £5 2 12 222 Py * ns =” * — \ _—* — 
. COR bs ; . 


138 A Collection of Favourite New Songs. 


SONG CX. 


; | \HE ſweet roſy Morning 
Peeps over the Hills, 
ith Bluſhes adorning 

The Meadows and Fields, 


Cnorvs. 


The merry, merry, merry Horn 


Cries, come, come away ; 
FW ate from your Slumbers, 
And bail the new Day. 


The Stag rour'd before us 


Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in full Cry. 


Cuonvs. 
Then follocv, follow, follow, follow 
The muſical Chace, 


Where Pleaſure and vig"rous 
Health you embrace. 


The Day's Sport, when over, 
Makes Blood circle right, 
And gives the brisk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Night. 


CHonrvns. 
Then let #3, let us, enjoy 


. 


All ue can, while ave may; 


| Let Love crown the Night, 
As our Sports crown the Day. 


SONG CCXL. 


Y Fair is beautiful as Love, 
| Stately, yet void of Pride ; 
Gentle, as is the Turtle Dove, 
And conſtant as the Tide. 


Prudence in'all her Ways we find, 

| The Graces round her throng : 

Wiſdom itſelf has form'd her Mind, 
Ard Muſick's on her Tongue. 


; SONG CCXIl. 
WM vain the fleeting Clouds we chide, 
Or bid the rolling Pillows ſtay; 

Ie them does Time our Call deride, 
Like them in Silence haſte away. 


ſet how unjufily we complain 

% we the preſent Inſtant ſcize 

le v ings his vagrant Flight in vain, 
Fpite of himſelf awhile he ftays. 


Life's a Paſſage all muſt tread, 
Happieſt who moſt unheeding ſtray ; 
bo follow where the Graces icad, 


. 


| ne eim 


92 
+ 


Id. wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
ranger to the Joys of Love? 

; 1 haſt Youth, and that's the Time 
* 7 Minute to improve: 

50 


Ly ſtrow with Flowers a thorny Way. 


3 
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Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Infant's Prate and Mother's Joys ? 


Only view that little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 


As a further Proof of Love, 


dee her for his Kiſſes wait: 
Hark! that charming Nightingale, 

As he flies from Spray to Spray, 
Sweerly tunes an am'rous Tale, 


| Sweetly tunes, Ec. | 


I love, J love, he ftrives to ſay. 
Could I to thy Soul reveal 


But the leaft, the thouſandth Part, 
Of thoſe Pleaſures Loyers feel, 

In a mutual Change of Heart: 
Then, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 

Virgin Fears from hence remove, 
All the Time is thrown away, 


All the Time is thrown away, 


That we do not ſpend in Love, 


SONG 
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SONG CX. 


THE ſweet roſy Morning 
| Peeps over the Hills, 
ith Bluſhes adorning 
The Meadows and Fields. 


Cnorvs; 


The merry, merry, merry Horn 

Cries, come, come away ; 
Waile from your Slumbers, ' 

And bail the new Day. 


The Stag rouz'd before us 
Away ſeems to fly, 
And pants to the Chorus 
Of Hounds in full Cry. 


 Cuoxvs. 
Then follow, follow, follow, follow 
he muſical Chace, 
FW here Pleaſure and vig rous 
Elealth you embrace, 


The Day's Sport, when over, 
Makes Blood circle right, 
| And gives the brisk Lover 
Freſh Charms for the Night. 


- Fr T1491 
| Then let us, let us, enjoy 
All we can, while we may; 

| Let Love crown the Night, 
A, our Sports crown the Day. 


SONG CCXL. 


LEY Falr be bracifat mr T ove, 


4 Stately, yer void of Pride; 


Gentle, as 1s the Turtle Dove, 
And conſtant as the 'Tide, 


Prudence in'all her Ways we find, 
The Graces round her throng : 


| Wiſdom itſelf has form'd her Mind, 


And Muſick's on her Tongue. 


03 


SONG CcxII. 
N vain the fleeting Clouds we chide, 
Or bid the rolling Pillows ſtay; 
ke them does Time our Call deride, 
Like them in Silence haſte away. 


ſet how unjuflly we complain 

If we the preſent Inſtant ſcize 

e wings his vagrant Flight in vain, 
[$pite of himſelf awhile he ſtays. 

E 

Life's a Paſſage all muft tread, 
Happieſt who moſt unheeding ftray ; 
Who follow where the Graces lead, 


And firow with Flowers a thorny Way. 


SONG CCXIIL. 


IId. wilt thou waſte thy Prime, 
Stranger to the Toys of Love? 

Jou haſt Youth, and that's the Time 
Er ry Minute to improve: 


A ColleSion of Fav 
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Round thee wilt thou never hear 
Little wanton Girls and Boys 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 

Sweetly ſounding in thy Ear, 
Infant's Prate and Mother's Joys ? 


Only view that little Dove, 
Softly cooing to his Mate; 

As a further Proof of Love, 
See her for his Kiſſes wait: 


Hark! that charming Nightingale, 


As he flies from Spray to Spray, 
Sweetly tunes an am rous Tale, 
owectly tunes, &c. 


I love, I love, he ftrives to ſay. 


Could I to thy Soul reveal | 
But the leaft, the thouſandth Part, 


| Of thoſe Pleaſures Lovers feel, 


In a mutual Change of Heart: 

Then, repenting, would'ſt thou ſay, 
Virgin Fears from hence remove, 

All the Time is thrown away, 

All the Time is thrown away, 

That we do not ſpend in Love, 
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SONG ccxlv. 


YFTAIS Bumpers lull all Cares to reſt ; 
"Tis Bumpers make Misfortunes ſweet ; 
"Tis Bumpers cure the wounded Breaſt, | 
And Bumpers make all Souls complear, 


We'll drink to all our Friends we know ; 
| We'll drink to all in Grief and Sorrow; 
We'll drink to all we love below, | 
For Bumpers make To-day To-morrow, 


We'll drink to ev'ry honeſt Soul, 
Who from his Word would never fly, 
That loves his Friend, that loves his Bowl, 
And who for him would freely die. 


For Bumpers pain the Brave Succeſs, 
And Bumpers make true Virtue ſhine ; 
*T'is Bumpers gain our Miſtreſs, 
And Bympers make all Souls ſublime. 


1 


Such balmy ſweer Kiſſes, what Maiden could bear! Fo 


Tis Bumpers make the poor Man rich, let 

And Bumpers make us free from Care; | th 

"Tis Bumpers make us that we wiſh, th 
And Bumpers make us what we are: | 

to 

% A (( und 

8³ ſweet was young Damon, ſo gentle his Look, und 

New Pleaſures my Fancy inſenſibly took, parc 

New Pleaſures my Fancy inſenſibly took: r 


His Voice roo like Muſick oft dwelt in my Ear, [Pr 
Bur little I thought any Danger was near, 
But little I thought any Danger was near. 


He preſs'd my Hand hard, but it gave me no Pain 
He kiſs'd, and I ſigh'd, till he kiſs'd me again, | 
He kiſs'd, and I figh'd, 'till he kiſs'd me again; 


I never once dreamt any Danger was near, 


I never once dreamt any Danger was near. n 
| F ni 
His Hand on my Boſom he'd careleſsly lay, tn 


And ſwear all the while he meant nothing but PHH 


And ſwear all the while he meant nothing but Pl © 


bd 


P 


Pl 
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let him play on ' till no more I could bear, 
then, I ne er dreamt any Danger was near, 
then, I ne'er dreamt any Danger was near. 


toy ing and playing ſo ſtole on my Heart, 

und in his Tranſports my Boſom took Part, 

und in his 'Tranſports my Boſom took Part: 

bare then, ye Virgins, if Damon appear, 
Prudence comes late, when your Danger's ſo near, 
Prudence comes late, when your Danger's ſo near. 


! SONG CCXVL 


TOW ſweet are the Flowers ? 
Spring ? 


How gaudy the Pride of the Grove? 
by wanton the Air is? the Birds how they ſing? 
And chirrup, and Chirrup, ſoft Meaſures of Love! 
And chirrup, and chirrup, ſoft Meaſures of Love! 
t not of themſelves the gay Beaurics can pleaſe, 
only can taſte when the Heart is at Eaſe, 

only can taſte when the Heart is at Eaſe. 


how lovely the 
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The Flowers wou'd wither, the Spring have an End, 
The Pride of the Grove wou'd decay; 

The Air wou'd be noxious, the Birds but offend, 
If my Parent, my King, were away : 

If my Parent, c. ; 

For not of themſelves the vain Pageants can pleaſe, 

We only can taſte when the Heart is at Eaſe, 

We only can taſte when the Heart is at Eaſe, 


SONG CCXVIL 


INCE Ceælia's unkind, and denies me the ſoy, 
She laviſhly ſquanders on each fooliſh Boy; 
PIl fly to the Bottle, and in the full Bowl, 
I'll drown all the Trifles that ruffle my Soul, 
III drown all the Trifles that ruffle my Soul. 


Her Face it is fair, and graceful her Mein; 
Yet Charms in a Bumper, more ſplendid are ſeen : 
Each Swain who beholds her, with Rapture admices, 


But Bacchus ſhall quench all our wanton D-lires, 
But Bacchus, &c. 


Wich 
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Wich one that is honeſt, good-natur'd, and free, 
How affable, kind, and compliant I'd be! 

But when the proud Nymph, with ſuch Tyranny rules, 
Her Levee's compos'd of lac'd Fops and dull Fools, 


Her Levee's compos'd, &c, 


Now Cupid no more boaſt an abſolute Sway, 

This Bacchus diſarms you, and carries the Day; 
Triumphantly crown'd, with the ever-green Vine, 
W here Pleaſure and Liberty lovingly wine, 
Were Pleaſure and Liberty lovingly twine. 


SONG CCXVIII. 
EAR Ned let us taſte the true Pleaſures of 
W ine, „ | 

And implore the God Bacchus to aid our Deſign ; 
Nor nicely ſer up for Champaign, nor the Boaſt 
Of ſome haughty Court Lady, black Beſs be the Toaſt. 
Let us drink till we ſtare, let's defy the Reformer, 
And ſhew each proud Minx that we heartily ſcorn her. 


Let the Beaux, and the Belles, and the pretty-fac'd 
| Croud 
Of all their gay Nothings ambitiouſly proud, 
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J rattled, I rambled, I laugh'd 


| To all that came near, I had ſomething to ſay; il 


Call us dull drunken Sots, or whate'er they chin 
But "tis Wine, and not Women, engenders true d 
Then leave them their amorous Fables to forge, 4 
But fail not to meet thy kind Friend at the Georzhu nt 
| nin 
SONG CCXIX. his" 
HEN I was a young one, what Girl was likeþþc 
So wanton, ſo airy, and brisk as a Bec?“ 
and where'cr hv! 
A Fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was there, ſil 


Twas this Sir, and that Sir, bur ſcarce ever, nay : J 
On Sunday dreis'd out in my Silk and my Lace, 


| I warranc J ſtood by the Beſt in the Place. 4B 


At Twenty I got me a Husband, poor Man! 
Well, reſt him——we all are as good as we can 
Vet he was fo peeviſh, he'd quarrel with Straus, x 


And jealous, tho' truly I gave him ſome Cauſe, Þ 


He huff'd me, and ſnubb'd me ; but let me alone, n 
Egad I've a Tongue, and I paid him his own: Wi 


A Cullen of Favorite New Songs. 


n Wives take the Hint, and when Spouſe Is untow*rd, | And the artleſs Turtle-Dove 
l firm to our Charter, and have the laſt Word, Cooes at once to Jay and Love, 


1 
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0 now I'm quite alter'd, the more to my Woe ; THYRSIS. 
not as I was forty Summers ago: Long the clay-cold Maid denies, | 
hi: Time, a fore Foe, there's no ſhunning his Dart; | Nor regards her Shepherd's Sighs : 
iſ 5 1 1 keep up a pretty good Heart, Now your fond Petitions move, 5 
F ay's the Seaſon form'd for Love. ; 
Nen old, yet I hate to ſtand a Mum-chance ; 5 N 5 E 
4 love a Pune, though unable to dance : PHILITS ; 
A wy * on 1 pron 5 While adown the ſlopy Hill | 
|: teach hat to Ot N OliCe Ul my C bo rags {oft the guſhing Rill, | f | 
x | almy Scents pertume the Grove, 1 
b q . SON 6 CCXX, May unbends the Soul ro Love. E 
4 . | 
TOW rhe Snow-drop lifts her Head; I x DAP HN E. 


\ Cowſlips rife from golden Bed; 
Mr Lillies paint rhe Grove: 

come May, and welcome Love. 

1 


In; 
"5 


Now the Bee, on filv'ry Wings, 
Flow'ry Spoils unweary'd brings; 
Spoils that Nymphs and Swains approve, 


e . OI Al tm SIE 


; PHIL LIS. „ Soft as May, and ſweet as Love. 
ne, ! the merry Finches ſing, 
Ads of the blooming Spring; 


And the Swallow's chirping Brood, 
Skim around the cryſtal F lood: 


f 
Pt 


Then 


* Iz, 
IS 
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Then in wanton Circlets rove, 
Playful as the God of Love. 


. COLLIN. 
On the Fair that deck our Ile, 
May each Grace and Virtue ſmile ! 


And our happy Shepherds prove 
Days of Eaſe, and Nights of Love. 


SONG CCXXI. 


A? Tockey was walking one Midſummer Morn, 

He ſat him down careleſs beneath a green Thorn; 
He had not fat long e'er a Damſel came by, 

To whom Fockey ſent forth a languiſhing Eye, 

A languiſh—a languiſh—a languiſhing Eye: 


Did you ſee, ſays the Fair One, a fleece-brindled Ram, 


With two little Lambkins trot each by their Dam; 


If you did, gentle Shepherd, pray tell me which Way, 
The innocent Rovers neglectfully tray ? 


The innocent Rovers neglectfully ſtray? 


He told her, he ſaw them paſs haftily by, 
And make to the Copſe, tho' in Faith "was a Lye ; 


ourite New Songs. 


The Damſel ſhe curtſy'd and thank'd with a Bluh F 
But Jockey ſtole after and lurk'd in a Buſh, 0 
Stole after, ſtole after, and lurk'd in a Buſh: | + 


dhe ſearch'd the Copſe o'er but no Sheep could ſhef 11 


Then heartily curs'd the young Swain in her Min" 
She found ſhe was trick'd, bur, alas! filly Maid N 
She knew not the Snare was ſo artfully laid, 1 
She knew not the Snare was ſo artfully laid, | 


The Shepherd appear'd, and, faid he, pretty Mai K Y 


Thy Ewes and thy Lambkins have happily ſtrays 


Then ſprung to her cloſely, and raviſh'd a Kiſs, N. 
But the Damſel ſeem'd coy, and cried fye! *twas an 
Scem'd coy, ſeem'd coy, and cried fye ! *rwas amiiÞ | 
Howe'er as her Friends little Liberty gave, | 
She left her old Gaffer to truſt the young Knay: Þ& ( 
And now, tho' her Sheep are all ſafe in the Pen, 
She viſits the Copſe o'er again and again, RF 
She viſits the Copſe o'er again and again. [ 
| | ( 


'$ONG CCXXI.. ho 


F Love be a Fault, and in me thought a Crinil 
1 How great's my Offence, bear you Witneſs, Oi 


4 C1-Finn of Favorrite New Songs. 


nþ Nays, and theNinhrs, and che Hours as they roll'd, The Stage is a Garden we very well know, 
know may he fel, but are ne'er o be told: Where Senſe, Truth, and Virtue, ſhould con? ntly 

b paſt away, and a noting but Love, row; 5 

uber came on, and che ſame Thing did prove; The rank Weeds of Vice be all carefully ſought, 

Non is grown tir'd, il] o look on the ſame, Torn up by the Roots and expos'd as they ought : 
Hare more pleas'd as the next Moment came. The Performance is good, which this End can fulfil, ö 
'k 5 And this we muſt own—-in the Maid of the Mill, : 
, a vou all Day, and all Day with new GufF,. | And this we muſt Own, Oc. ; 

ver eviry Day was to me as me ard; | : 5 ; 

2 fleeting Time paſſes witn Down on its Wings, Mirth, Beauty, and Innocence, mutually ſtrive 

- id whilſt this remains, reſt unenvy'd, ye Kings: To rouze the Attention, and keep ir alive; , ; 

h His be a Crime, be my Judges, ye Fair, In Aimævorth, true Greatneſs ſhines ſtrongly confeſt, 

iid if 1 muſt ſuffer for what is ſo rare, And Love's genuine Flame glows in Patty's ſofr Breaſt: | 

ac Lovers hereafter this Wonder ſhall tell, | Each Boſom reſponds to her Voice's ſweer Trill, ; 

Ve the Cauſe of my Death was for loving too well. And wiſhes Succeſs to the Maid of the Mill, ; 

* SON G CCXXII. I And wiſhes Succeſs, &c. | 
£7 HILE over-nice Critics indulging their Rage, | While Muſic and Senſe ſhall have Charms to invite, 
iy Exclaim that all Stnging's unfit for the Stage; | And Wir and true Humour afford us Delight ; 
others, tho' diff rent, are equally wrong, While Candour exiſts in the Regions of Taſte, 
ho fix all that's pleaſing alone in a Song: | And Britons encourage the Good and the Chaſte; 

KK | Triflers I leave, let them cavil on ſtill, So long (let ill Nature declaim as ſhe will) 

rinWile I ſing in Praiſe of the Maid of the Mill, Applauſe ſhall attend on the Maid of the Mill, 


ie | ſing in Praiſe of the Maid of the Mill. 1 Applauſe ſhall attend on the Maid of the Mill. 
"= >: | SONG 


4 
* 
" 

£ 


a 
- he 


8 
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. 
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} 

| 
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| SONG CCXXIV. 
Y wy Sighs you may diſcover, 


What ſoft Wiſhes touch my Heart; 


Eyes can ſpeak and tell rhe Lover, 
What the Tongue muſt not impart, | 
What the Tongue muſt not impart, 
What the Tongue muſt not impart. 
Bluſhing Shame forbids revealing 
Thoughts your Breaſt may diſapprove ; 
But *Us hard, and paſt concealing 
When we truly, fondly love, 
When we truly, fondly love, 
When we truly, fondly love. 
By my Sighs you may diſcover, 
What ſoft Wiſhes touch my Heart; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell the Lover, 
What the Tongue muſt not impart, 
What the Torgue muſt not impart, 
What the Tongue muſt not impart. 
Bluſhing Shame forbids revealing, 
Bluſhing Shame forbids revealing 
— Thoughts your Breaſt may diſapprove ; 
Bur tis hard, and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fondly love, 


| Eyes can ſpesk and tell the Lover, 


1 


| 


| No Care diſturbs their peaceful Breaſt—— 


When we truly, fondly love, þ ! 
When we truly, fondly love. "_ 
By my Sighs you may diſcover, FF 
| What ſoft Wiſhes rouch my Heart; 'uh 


What the Tongue muſt not impart, 
What the Tongue muſt not impart, 
| What che Tongue muſt not impart, by 


$SONG cexxv. 


FE, Sophia, how the tinctur'd Vale 
Diſperſes round the fragrant Gale, 
And all its Sweets reſign: | 
See too the Roſe, that bluſhing Flow'r, 
With envious Charms exert a Pow'r 
Inferior far to thine. 


The Lambs are ſportive o'er the Plain, 
The feather'd Songſters tune their Strain 
Within the echoing Grove : 


Your Shepherd roo would be as bleſt, 
Would you requite his Love. | 


þ ! fee how lively Natare ſeems, 

bw Sol diſplays his orient Beams, 

And gilds the daified Meads: 

h' come and taſte the balmy Sweets, 

bm Bow'r to Bow'r which wand'ring fleets, 


To charm my lovely Maid. 
b yonder Summit we'll repair, 

be Seaſon's flow'ry Prime to ſhare, 
And view the varied Scenes: 

f elſe from Shade to Shade we'll ſtray, 
„ Time regardleſs ſteal away, 
Till loſt in endleſs Dreams. 


SONG ccxxvi. 


[TH early Horn ſalute the Morn, 
YY Thar gilds this charming Place; 
With chearful Cries; | 
Bids Echo riſe 

d join the jovial Cha = = - ce 

Kd join the jovial Chace. 


"$4 
5 


ö 
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The vocal Hills around, 
The waving W oods, 
The cryſtal Floods, 
'All return their livening Sounds, 


SONG CCXXVIL 


ENCE, painful Pleaſure, pleaſing Pain ; 
Reſign, O Love, thy Throne: 

Come Reaſon, I obey thy Reign, 

And own thy Pow'r alone. 
Diſdaining Love, from hence I'll live 

Unmov'd by all the Fair; 
Falſe Delia's Smiles no Joy can give, 

Nor yet her Frowns Deſpair. 


This Vow Pbilander ſcarce had made; 
When on the verdant Plain, 

Fair Delia, with each Grace array'd, 
Approach'd the love-ſick Swain: 
In vain, with ſudden Tranſports fir'd, 

He did her Charms approve ; 


He ſigh'd, he gaz'd, he Jong admir'd, 
x And own'd the Power of Love. 


_- 


But give Way to Inclination, 


Id hear his ſoft Tale, then declare twas amiſs; | 


| And I'd often faid No, often aid No, | when I long'd 
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Then againſt the tender Peſſion, 5 


Let us not our Power employ; 
Taſte of Love, and taſte of Joy. 
Vain our Efforts all will prove; 
Reaſoh is too weak for Love. 


SONG CCXXIX. 
AY Damon long ſtudy'd my Heart to obtain, 
The prettieſt young Shepherd that pipes on 
the Plain ; | 


And I'd often ſaid No, often ſaid No, when I long'd 
to ſay Yes; 3 


to ſay Yes. . | 
Laſt 7alentine's-Day to our Cottage he came, 
And brought me a Lambkin to witneſs his Flame; 
Oh! take this, he cry d, thou more fair than its Fleece; 


I deſign'd to ſay No, but miftook and ſaid Yes, 
r on Reaſon's Aid rely in | 1 Tabs * | | 44D 
2 | Nh | At this, with Delight, his Heart danc'd in his Br. 
Cuſtom with this Truth complying, 4 


Soon after, one Morning, we ſat in the Grove, 
He preſs'd my Hand hard, and inSighs breath'd hisL 
Then tenderly ask'd, if I'd grant him a Kiſs! 


Ye Gods! he cry'd, Cle will now make me Þ]:i 
Come, let's ro the Church, and ſhare conjugal BH 
To prevent being teas'd, I was forc'd to ſay Yes 
I ne'cr was ſo pleas'd with a Word in my Life; 

I ne'er was ſo happy as fince I'm a Wife: N 
Ihen take, ye young Damſels, my Counſel in thif® 
You muſt all dic old Maids, if you will not ſay | is 


SONG ccxxx. 
O ey'ry Sweet that glads the Spring, 
A Tribute to thy Charms I'll bring; 1 
PII imitate the buſy Bee, . 
To make a fragrant Crown for thee. 


FA 


F 
W 


When from the Plains we're chas'd away 1 
| By the fierce God that rules the Day, ; 
Il lead thee to the Shade and Streams, 


I cou'd hardly ſay No, tho' aſham'd to ſay Tes. 


| To ſhicld thee from his ſcorching Beams. 


when to Reſt her Eyes incline, 
Light, nor they, no longer ſhine } 
t taireſt Fleece of ev'ry Sheep, 
Love ſhall preſs in peaceful Sleep: 
Im all the Ills that Night invade, 
 Wovard the dear, the beauteous Maid; 
render, faithful Care ſhall prove, 
„e watch ſo well as thoſe that love. 


L 


$, SONG CCXXXL. 
s ſoon hope for Peace twixt the Hawk and the 
Dove, 2 


to find it with Woman and Man; | 
oeompted by Hate, or inciced by Love, 
They both will deceive when they can. 5 
he Shepherd, forgerful of Oaths and of Vows, 
Will run to a Face that's more new; 8 
often the Women, or Maiden, or Spouſe, 
The very ſame Method purſue. 


Youth to obtain the dear Nymph he admires, 


By Falſhaod expreſſes his Flame, 
gain the lov'd Boy who her Boſom inſpires, 
Poes not Choe exactly the ſame ? 


A Colleflion of Favourite New Sungt. 
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How juſt's the Diviſion? Mac's born to perſuade; 
We liſten, and think him ſincere: 3 
But then, has not Nature been kind to the Maid? 
She gave her the Smile and the Tear. 


Intrepid as Heroes, Men ſnatch at their Joy, 


And force us by Storm to comply; 

We, helpleſs poor Creatures, by Faſhion made coy, 
Conſent when we feebly deny. 

Like Armies drawn our into martial Array, 
The Sexes call forth all their Pow'rs; 

And if for the Men goes the Battle To-day, 
To-morrow the Triumph is ours. 


SONG CCXXXII. 


TOO late for Redreſs, and too ſoon for my Faſe, 
I ſaw you, I lov'd, and I wiſh'd I cov'd pleaſe ; 


| | tancy'd your Eyes read the Language of mine, 


And ſaw my Love's Image refl:Eted on thine, 

The Flatterer Hope to my Ruin led on, 

And taught me to judge of your Heart by my own: 
Self-love to my Wiſh, was at Hand to perſuade, 


1 That my Love was recurn'd, and my Friendſhip repaid. 


O 3 . But 


1.50 


But wak' d from this Dream, *tis with Anguiſſi I find, 

| Words and Looks were but civil, which once I 
thought kind ; 

Its Colour no longer falſe Fancy will lend, 

To form the fond Lover, or image the Friend : 

But be ſtill, my poor Heart, or beat thee to Reſt, 

I'II drive this Tormentor, this Love from my Breaſt : 

I'll break the gay Bauble my Fancy has made, 

Ard puniſh the Heart which Selt-love has betray'd, | 


| SONG CCXXXIII 
OME, Lucinda, Nymph divine, 
Siſter of the tuneful Nine, 


Haſte thee to the vocal Grove, 
Breathing Odours, breathing Love. 


Be thy Temples deck'd around, 
With a flow'ry Chaplet crown'd ; 
Curling Locks o'erſpread thy Breaſt, 
In a Mantle lightly dreſs'd. 


On the moſſy Bank reclin'd, 
Gently wafted by the Wind, 
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| Circling Sylvans round thee there 


Shall forget their fleecy Care. 


Pbœbus, come, forſake thy Choir, 
| Wond'ring drop the yielding Lyre; 


If Lucinda ſweeps the String, 
Raptur'd Syrens ceale to ſing. 


To Favoenius be the Song, 
God whom vernal Muſes throng ; | 


[While the Warblers of the Sky, 


Swell the Chorus as they tly. 


— Come then, Fair One, come away, 


Kindly now reſume the Lay; 
Hear, oh ! hear an artleſs Swain 
Penſive wooe thy gentle Reign. 


$ONG ccxxxIV. 


ATE ſweet Meſſenger of Morn, 
Wich thy mild Beam our Skies adorn; 


„ long as Shepherds pipe and play, 
3, this, ſhall be a Holy-day, 
„day, Holy-day, Holy-dayy 
„ this, ſhall be a Holy-day. 


| Morn appears; a roſy Hue 
pls ſoft oer yonder oricnt Blue; 
let us mect in trim Array, 
| frolick out this Holy-day, 
lj -day, Holy-day, Holy-day, 
I frolick out this Holy-day. 


| SONG ccxxxv. 
FE Fair, that would be bleſt in Love, 
| Take your Pride a little lower; 
the Swain whom you approve, | 
Rather like you, than adorc. 


jc, that riſes into Paſſion, | 
pon will end in Hate or Strife! 
from tender Inclination, 


ow the laſting Joys of Life. 


it 
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SONG CCXXXVI. 


O Roſe, my Chloe's Boſom grace, 
y CVloe's Boſom grace; 
ow happy ſhould I prove, 
How happy ſhould I prove, 


Miphc 1 ſupply that envied Place, 


Wich never fading Love, 
With never fading Love. 


There Phenix like beneath her Eye, 
Involv'd in Fragrance burn and dic, 
Involy'd in Fragrance burn and die. 


Know, hapleſs Flower, that thou ſhalt find 


More tragrant Roſcs there, 
More tragrant Rolcs there ; 

I ſee thy wich'ring Head reclin'd, 
With Envy and Deſpair, 
Wich Envy and Deſpair. 


One common Fate we both muſt prove; 


| 


You die with Envy, 1 with Love, 
You dic with Envy, I with Love. 
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SONG CCXXXVIL 
H! the pleafing, pleaſing Joys, 
Which ia Woman we pollcls ; 
Oh! the Raptures which ariſe ! 
They alone have Power to bleſs. 
Beauty ſmiling, 
Wir beguiling, 
Kindneſs charming, 
Fancy warming, 
Kifling, toying, 
Melting, dying; 
Oh! the Raptures which ariſe! 
Oh!] the pleaſing, pleaſing Joys. 


SONG CCXXXVII. 
* WAS in the Bloom of May, 
When Odours breathe around; 

When Nymphs are blythe and gay, 

And all in Mirth abound; 
That happily I ſtray'd, 

To view my fleecy Care; 
Where I beheld a Maid, 

No Mortal c'cr ſo fair. 


- 


She wore upon her Head, 

A Bonnet made of Straw, 
Which ſuch a Face did ſhade, 
As Phwbaus never ſaw; 

Her Locks of nut-brown Hue, 

A round-ear'd Coif conceal'd ; 

Which to my picafing View, 
A ſporting Breeze reveal'd. 


Around her ſlender Waiſte, 
A Scrip embroider'd hung ; 

A Lute her Fingers grac'd, _ 
Accompany'd with her Tongue; 

With ſuch a pleaſing Note, 
Cuxzoni might regale, 

Or Philomela's Throat, 


That warbles thro' the Vale. 


Not long I flood in View, 
Struck with her heav'nly Air; 
I to the Charmer flew, | 


And caught my yielding Fair. 


ar this, you ſcornful Belles, 
and milder Ways purſue ; 
that in Charms excels, 
xccls in Kindneſs too. 


SONG CCXXXIX. 
ELL me, Pride of this Creation, 
Are thy Paſſions all at reſt; 
e't thou no fond Pal pitation, 
Like the panting in my Breaſt, 
Too tender far to be expreſt. 
ll me Celia, tell my Fate; 
ſt thou love? or doſt thou hate? 
cetly ſmile, with Approbation, 
| thou kill with the Relation: 
See me ſig hing, 
See me dying, 
o enjoy thy matchleſs Charms: 
take me, take me to thy Arms. 


indly, Celia, leave Evaſion: | 

Why that Bluſh ? thoſe down-caſt Eyes? 
eld thee, Love, to ſoft Perſuaſion, 

On thy Breaſt alone he lies, 

To fave the Wretch who fondly dies. 


Jet 
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| Heav'n ! what rapt'tous Scenes appear! 


See the und iſſembled Tear! 


Eich dear Nerve with Tremor thrilling, 


And her Eyes, how ſoftly killing! 
Sweet Confeſſion; 
Paſt Expreſſion: 
Grateful may I live to prove, 


How much I doat, how much I love. 


SONG CCXL. 


HEN Collin firſt in yonder Vale, 
E To Celia told his am'rous Tale; 
The riſing Lark with warbling Strain, 


| Soften'd her Breaſt to hear the Swain: 


The riſing Lark with warbling Strain, 
Soften'd her Breaſt to hear the Swain. 


The feather'd Songſters in the Grove, 

In Concert warbled Notes of Love; 

The Flocks in bleating ſeem'd to ſay, 

O0, happy Collin! happy Day! | | 
The Flocks, Oc. be 
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The purling Screams, that paſled by, 
Srill echo'd back each tender Sigh ; 
The ſporting Fiſhes gather'd there, 
All Nature firove to bleſs the Pair: 
The ſporting Fiſhes gather'd there, 
All Nature ſtrove to bleſs the Pair. 


SONG CCXLI. 


HE Nymph who does my Soul alarm, 
Poſſeſſes in her Boſom, | 

A Mind whoſe Pow'r preſerves the Charm, 

Of Youth's endearing Bloſſom. 
Such Worth muſt fax the Heart and Eye, 
Each frozen Breaft inſpiring, 
With ſuch ſubſtantial, laſting Joy, 

To live and dic admiring. 


When abſent from my Charmer Sight, 
Inferior Nymphs careſſing, 
I taſte a tranſient, faint Delight, 


Which palls in the paſſeſſing: 


Favourite New Songs. | 
I Buy, in the Heav'n of Mira's Arms, 


WIN Beauties does my Nymph diſcloſe ? 


| i faw a Nymph of heav'nly Mien; 
Iran to greet the Cyprian Queen, 


By moſſy Grot with Ivy bound, 


My raviſh'd Fancy traces, 
Exhauttlets Pleaſures, endleſs Charms, 
And never- fading Graces. 


SONG ccxLII. 


Leſs fair the ſilver Lilly blows ; 
Such Blufhes glow not on the Role, 
As on the Cheeks of Phillis. 
The other Day, upon the Green, 


But found it was my Phillis. 


Where fragrant W oodbines curl around, 
And Daiſies dapple o'er the Ground, 
I fit and murmur Phillis. 
And when the Lark with dewy Wings, 
To hail the Morn exulting ſprings, 
I riſe, and tune the trembling Strings, 
To praiſe my deareſt Phillis. 


hen firſt I ſaw the lovely Maid, 

gar'd enraptur'd and diſmay'd ; 

ly fault'ring Tongue was quite afraid 
To tell my Pangs to Phillis. 

Then Cypid aim'd his ſharpeſt Dart, 

t once | felt the pleaſing Smart, 

hat very Hour I loſt my Heart; 
And now it dwells with Phillis. 


 __ S$O NG CCXLIII. | 
ELIA's bright Charms no more I'll chuſe, 
Nor for my Theme the Feats of Men ; 
ur Ladies Wit employs my Muſe ; 
Oh! kind Apollo guide my Pen. 


r meaner Actions muſt expreſs 

Our ſhameful Folly, when *cis writ, 

at Men this Ape conſulted Dreſs, 
While Ladies ſtudied Shakeſpear's Wit. 


xcombs ſhall liften to the Stage, 

by you inſtructed Wits commence ; 

n Beaux your Beau'y ſhall engage, 
heals © Join the Banner of good Senſe. 
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| Strive, Britons, ſtrive t' improve the Mind, 
Make Wit, not Dreſs, employ your Care, 


Since nothing in this Age, you find, 


But Wit and Senſe can charm the Fair. 


No more ſhall Merit's Paſſion fail, 

Since Beauty, Wit and Knowledge prize, 
W boſe bright Example ſhall prevail, 

And make it Faſhion to be wiſe. 


SONG CCXLIV. 
F Wine and Muſick have the Pou'r, 
To eaſe the Sickneſs of the Soul ; 


Let Phoebus every String explore, 


And Bacchus fill the ſprightly Bowl. 


Let them their friendly Aid employ, 
To make my Chloe's Ablence light; 
And ſeek for Pleaſure, to deſtroy 

The Sorrows of this live-long Night. 


But ſhe To-morrow will return : 
Venus, be thou To-morrow great; 

Thy Myrtles ſtrow, thy Odours burn, £1 
And meet thy fav'rite Nymph in State, Kind 
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Kind Goddeſs, to no 8 | SONG CCXLVL. 
Let us To-morrow's Bleſſings own ; . = hy Kind 
Thy darling Loves ſhall guide the Hours, 3 3 3 5 
And all the Day be thine alone. W ho, while thy 8 diſtract his Mind, 
| Preſumes to tell his Pain: 
SONG Cx V. While others Beauties I rever'd, 
OMAN, thoughtleſs, giddy Creature ! | Amuſement "twas to me; 
Laughing, idle, flutt ring Thing! For ſtill ſome kind Defect appear'd, 
Moſt fantaſtick Work of Nature ! And I again was tree. N 
Still, like Fancy, on the Wing! Te 
Slave to ev'ry changing Paſſion, | With Wonder Sylvia's Eyes I view'd, 
Loving, hating, in Extreme! But felt not long the Smart; 
Fond of ev'ry fooliſh Faſhion, For, when I found the ſullen Prude, 
And, at beſt, a pleaſing Dream! | I ſoon recall'd my Hearr. 
5 I bleſs'd her Voice, when Sapho ſung ; 
Lovely Trifle ! dear Illuſion! . Can only Muſick kill ? MEN 
Conqu'ring Weakneſs! wiſh'd-for Pain! Paftora's Beauty pleaded ſtrong, 
Man's chief Glory and Confuſion! But Wit was wanting ftill. 
Of all Vanities moſt vain! | po 
Thus deriding Beauty's Power, Thou, Celia, only art deſign'd, 
Bevil call id it all a Cheat; To keep a Lover true; 
But in leſs than Half an Hour Thy ev'ry Charm of Face and Mind, 


Knecl'd and whin'd at Cælia's Feet. Mult ev'ry Heart ſubdue. 


o ſome a beauteous Form is given; 
To others Wit or Air: 
zut thou, O why ſo partial Heaven! 
Do'R all together ſhare. 
SONG CCXLVII. 
AY, Sylvia, ſhall I ſpeak or die, 
My Heart is burſting with a Sigh ? 
ct it have Vent; ah! hear the Plea 
Love and ſtrict Sincerity, 


he Swain who tells his Paſſion beſt, 
ever thought to feel it leaſt; 

et muſt my coward Heart begin: 

r Silence ne'er can Beauty win. 


is our Duty firſt to ſpeak, 

he Forms of nice Decorum break, 
he Bluſh of yielding to prevent, 
id from a Languiſh ſteal Conſent, 


d wrack my Brain for Simile, 

ſtrive to liken aught to thee, 

ould Eloquence, not Paſſion prove; 
ur Likeneſs would divide my Love. 


| 
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| 


Safe then the Lil'y and the Roſe, 

Since, uncompir'd, may Sweets diſcloſe: 
If Sylvia's corquer'd, it ſhall be 

By Love and ſtrict Sincerity, 


SONG CCXLVIM. 


00 plain, dear Youth, theſe tell-tale Eyes 
1 My Heart your own declare ; 
Bur, for Heav'n's ſake, let it ſuffice 
You reign triumphant there, 


Forbear your utmoſt Pow'r to try, 
Not farther urge your Sway ; 

Preſs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey. 


But could your Arts ſucceſsful prove, 


Would you a Maid undo, 


} Whoſe greateſt Falling is her Love, 
0 


And that her Love for you? 


Say, would you uſe that very Pow'r 
You from her Fondneſs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal Hour 


AS of ſpotleſs Fame ? 


Reſolve. 


1.58 

Reſolve not then to do an Ill, 
Becaule perhaps you may; _ 

But rather try your utmoſt Skill, 
To fave me than betray. 


Be you yourſelf my Virtue's Guard, 
Defend, and not purſue ; 

Since *tis a Task for me too hard, 
To ſtrive with Love and you. 


SONG CCXLIX. 

\ And Tempeſts mingle Seas and Skies ; 
The daun leſs Sailor plies bis Oar, 

Bounds o'er the Surge, and gains the Shore. 


But if a ſmooth alluring Breeze, 
Invites to tempt the faithleſs Seas; 
He truſts nor to the flatt'ring Gale, 
But wiſely furls the flowing Sail. 


So when harſh Fortune low'rs her Brow, 
With Courage wait th' impending Blow; 

From the firm Breaſt her Darts rebound, 

W hile coward Slaves lament the Wound, 
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HEN rhe loud Waves in Mountains riſc, 


If then the ſmiling Wanton pours 
Upon thy Head his golden Showers 
Watch ev'ry Motion of thy Mind, 


| And keep the riſing Joy confin d. 


N vain you think your Beauty's Rays 
1 Have Pow'r to melt my Heart; 
When your coy Frowns, a thouſand Ways, 
Such freezing Blaſts impart. 


In Winter radiant Phabus glows, 


| With genial Heat in vain; 


From icy Regions Boreas blows 
To freete the ſteril Plain. 


Your Beauty thus, like Phabus, warms, 
And wakes the ſoft Deſire: 
And your Diſdain, like freezing Storms, 
eſiſts the gen'rous Fire. Oo 
O] Celia! let Favonius ſigh, 
And bid the Spring draw near ; 
Why ſhould you give a cloudy Sky, 


And Winter all the Year? 


SON 
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SONG CCLI. [- SONG corn. 
HEN fair Serena firſt I knew, I F“ of Dorinda's Conqueſts brought 
By Friendſhip's happy Union charm'd; _ The God of Love her Charms to vic; 
nceſſant Joys around her flew, Jo wound th* unwary Maid he thought, 
And gentle Smiles my Boſom warm'd. | Bur ſoon became her Conquelt too, 
1 Wich ford officious Care, He dropp'd half drawn his feeble Bow, | 
| preſt ro breathe my am'rous Pain; He look d, he rav'd, and fighing pin'd ; 
er Lips ſpoke nought but cold Deſpair, I And wiſh'd in vain he had been now, 
Her Eyes ſhot Ice thro' ev'ry Vein. Ass Painters fallly draw him, blind. 
hus in Italia's lovely Vales, | Diſarm'd, he to his Mother flies, 
The Sun his genial Vipour yields; I Help, Venus, help thy wretched Son! 
eviving Heat each Senſe regales, Who now will pay Us Sacrifice! 
And Plenty crowns the ſmiling Fields. EZ For Love Himſelf's, alas! undone. 
hen nearer we approach his Ray, To Cupid now no Lover's Pray'r 
High on the Alps ſtupendous Brow ; Shall be addreſs'd in ſuppliant Sighs ; 
urpriz'd, we ſee pale Sun- Beams play | My Darts are gone, but O beware, 
Oa everlaſting Hills of Snow. Fond Mortals, of Dorinda's Eyes. 


)\ P 2 SONG 
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SONG CCLIIL 


N vain I ev'ry Art aſſay, 
To pluck the venom'd Shaft away, 
I hat wrankles in my Heart: 
Deep in the Centre fix'd and bound, 
My Efforts but enlarge the Wound, 
And fiercer make the Smart. 


SONG CCLIV. 


uk Swain, with his Flock, by a Brook loves 
| ro reſt, | 


With ſoft rural Lays to drive Grief from, his Breaſt ; | 


The Fop, light as Air, loves himſelf ro behold ; 
The Briton, his Foe—and the Miſer his Gold. 
The Pleaſures I chuſe, yield more Joy to my Soul, 
The Delight of my Heart is a full-flowing Bowl. 


The Huntſman, fatigu'd with the Toll of the Chace, 


By the Side of a Fountain delights to ſolace ; 

Ar his Miſtreſs's Feet, the fond Lover to whine ; 

The Beau, at the Play or Aſſembly to ſhine. 
The Pleaſures I chuſe, Oc. 
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My Chlce's in Rapture, to hear herſelf prais'd ; 


The Courtier, to find that his Income ts rais'd: 

Some Nymphs love the Town, and in Jewels to ſhi 

And ſome ſpiritleſs Lovers, in Silence to pine. 
The Pleaſures I chuſe, Ec. 


Some Cards love, ſome Coffee, ſome Dice, and 


Tea; ; 
Some 8 ſome Fiddling, ſome Dancing, : 
ay: 


Their Choices are dull there's a Spirit in Wine, i. 

That more than enlivens with Rapture divine: . 
That Pleaſure I chuſe, it yields Joy to my Soul, ih 
The Delight of my Heart is a full-flowing Bos| 


SONG CCLV. 


ATURE for Defence affords, 
Fins to Fiſh, and Wings to Birds; 
Hoots to Horſes, Claws to Bears; 


| Swifcneſs to the fearful Hares, 


| 


Man's endow'd with Art and Senſe ; 
What have Women for Defence? 
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&-nty is their Shield and Arms; 
mens Weapons are their Charms. 


guty's Power makes us feel, 

7 per Wounds than thoſe of Steel; 
Eno and Wit, before it fall, 
Kuty triumphs over All. 


: SONG CCEVT. 
IPRING renewing all Things gay ; 
Nature's Dictates all obey: _ 
beach Creature we may ſee, 
e Effect of Love's Decree : | 

us their State, ſuck their Fate; 
not, Polly, ſtay too late, 
| not, Polly, ſtay too late. 


pk around, and ſee them play; 
| are wanton while they may; 
by ſhould precious Time be loſt ; 
ter Summer comes a Froſt ; 
| purſue Nature's Due, 
| us, Polly, do fo too, 
Us, Polly, &c. 


| 
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Flowers all around us blowing 3 
Herds on ev'ry Meadow lowing : 
Birds on ev'ry Branch are woolng 3 
Turtles all around us cooling : 
Hark! they cooe; ſee, they wooe ; 
Let us, Polly, do fo too, 


Let us, Polly, &c. 


Hark ! how kind that Swain and Laſs, 
Yonder fitting on the Graſs; 
See, how earieſtly he ſues; 


While ſhe, bluſhing, can't refuſe : 


See yon Ivo, how they wooe ; 


Let us, Polly, &0. 


Mark that Cloud above the Plain; 


Sce, it ſeems to threaten Rain, 


Herds and Flocks do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather. 
Fear not you, I'll be true, . 
Let us, therefore, do ſo too, 

Let us, therefore, do ſo too. 
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SONG CCLEVII. 


XE! Strejhon, what can mean the Joy, 
The eager Joy | prove, 
When you cach tender Art employ, 
To win my Soul to Love? 


So well your Paſſion you reveal, 
So top the Lover's Part, 

That I, with Bluſhes, own I feel 
A Rebel in my Heart, 


Then take the Heart that pines to go, 
But ſee it kindly us'd ; 

For who ſuch Preſents will beſtow, 

If this ſhould be abus'd ? 


SONG CCLVIII 


See It, Mira, know it well, 
That Love is in your Heart; 
For what your Tongue denies to tell, 


Your wiſhing Eyes impart, 


When Damon wreſtled on the Green, 
For him your Wiſhes ſtrove ; 

And in each Look was plainly ſeen, 
The partial Joy of Love. 


When Conqueſt did his Proweſs crown, 
And gave the Lawrel-Prize ; 


Reflected was the Triumph ſhewny 


And blazing in your Eyes. 
When Syukey gave her Lilly Hand 
To Damon, in the Dale; 
Say, cou'd you then your Tears command? 
Did not your Checks turn pale? 


| If Damon trays but from your Sight, 


You cry——*® Sure Winter's near?“ 


| If preſent, then 'tis gay Delight, 


And Summer all the Vear. 
Then ſtrive no more to cheat the Vouth, 
But kindly own the Flame; 


For Love conſiſts of honeſt Truth, 


And will itſelf proclaim, 


Y SONG CCLIX. 
OW bleſt the Maid whoſe Boſom 
No head- ſtrong Paſſion knows! 

Days in Joy ſhe paſſes, 

Jer Nights in ſweet Repoſe: 

Where- et er her Fancy leads her, 

> No Pain, no Fear, invades her ; 

. But Pleaſure 

Mithout Meaſure 

From ev'ry Object flows, 
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SONG CCLX. 


O keep my gentle Jeſſe, 
What Labour wou'd ſeem hard? 
& toilſome Task how eaſy ? 
tier Love the ſweet Reward, 


| Bee thus uncomplaining, 

Meems no Toll ſevere ; 
ſweet Rewards obtaining, 

Honey all the Year, 
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| | His Kyes run o'er with joytul Tears, 


163 
SONG CœLXI. 


ITTH Scorn repuls'd, poor Damon ſought 
An unfrequented Grove; 5 
To give a Looſe to anxious Thought, 
And unrequited Love, 
With creeping Pace, and Arms acroſs, 
He flowly, lagging mov'd ; 


Unable to ſupport the Loſs, 


Ot what ſo dear he lov'd. 


Delia, who lov'd with equal Flatne, 


Now ſhar'd her Damon's Fate; 
Reſolv'd to ſave her dying Swain, 
But fears it is too late: 


His wand' ring Steps with Haſte purſues; 


And Damon, Damon cries. 


Each Word and Feature plainly ſhews 


How vain her Coquetries. 


The well-known Voice ſoon pierc'd his Ears ; 
His Spirits catch the Sounds; 


And Heart with Rapture bounds, 
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164 A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 


Eager he claſp'd the fainting Fair ; 
Who, fault'ring cry'd, I love. 
In cloſe Embrace, the happy Pair, 
An equal Tranſport prove. 
SONG CCLXII. 
USIC, how powerful is thy Charm ? 
That can the fierceſt Grief diſarm ; 
Calm Paſſions in a ruffled Breaſt, 


And lull e'en ealouſy to reſt; 


With am'rous Thoughts the Soul inſpire, 


Or kindle up a warltke Fire, 15 
So great is Muſic's Pow'r ! 


Amphion, with his tuneful Lyre, 

Cou'd Rocks remove and Stones inſpire, 
Command a City to ariſe, 

Make lofty Buildings touch the Skies, 
While Stones obedient to his Call 


Harmo ſous mov'd, and form'd a Wall, 


So great, &c. 


Arion, from his Veſſel caſt, 
In Safety o'cr the Billows paſt; 


J 


For mounting like the Ocean's God, 


Upon a Dolphin's Back he rode, 
While Shoals of Fiſhes flock'd around, 


And pleas'd drank in th' enchanting Soun. , 


So great, &c. 


| When Orpheus thro Hell's dreary Coaſt 


Was ſecking for his Conſort loſt, 
His Muſic drew the Ghoſts along, 
And Furies liſten'd to his Song; 


| His Song cou'd Charon's Rage diſarm, 


And Pluto and his Conſort charm, 


So great, &c. 


Inflam'd by Muſic, Soldiers fight; 
| Inſpir'd by Muſic, Poets write: 


Muſic can heal the Lover's Wound, 


And calm fierce Rage by gentle Sound: 


Philoſophy attempts in vain 


| What Muſic can with Eaſe attain, 


So great is Muſic's Pour! 


8 ON 


)) 


80 N G CCLXIII. 


5 ſoon as the Chaos was turn'd into Form, 
And the firſt Race of Men knew a Good from 


a Harm, 


| They quickly did join, 


In a Knowledge divine, 


Wine : 


1 e when by Example, improving Delights 
Ihe governs our Days, and Beauty our Nights, 


Love on then and drink, 
Tis a Folly to think 


In a Myſtery out of our reaches ; 


Be moral in n 
To be merry's no Fault, 


Fho' an Elder the contrary preaches : 


For never, my Friends, 
Never, never, my Friends, 
er, never, my Friends, was an Age of more View 


In when Knaves would ſeem pious, aud Fools 


would ſeem wiſe. 


13 4 ColleBion of Favierit New Songs. 
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SONG CCLAIV. 


IJ Tell wich equal Truth and Grief, 
That Chloe is an arrant Thiet ; 
Before the Urchin well could go, 
She ſtole the Whiteneſs of the Snow; 
And more that Whiteneſs to adorn, 
She ſtole the Bluſhes of the Morn, 


She pilfer'd Orient Pearl for Teeth, 
And ſtole the Cow's ambroſial Breath; 
The Cherry, ſteep'd in Morning- Dew, 
Gave Moiſture to her Lips and Hue: 
Theſe were her infant Spoils, a Store, 
To which in Time ſhe added more. 


At Twelve me ſole from Cyprus, Queen 
Her Air and Love commanding Mein; 
Stole Juno's Dignity, and ſtole 

From Pallas Senſe to charm the Soul: 
 Apollo's Wit was next her Prey 


. Her next, the Beam that lights thi Duy. 


Taerc's 


— — — — 
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There's no repeating all her Wiles ; 

She ſtole the Graces winning Smiles: 

She ſung, amaz d the Syrexs heard, 

And to aſſert their Voice appear'd: 

She play'd, the Muſes from their Hill 
Wonder'd who thus had ftole their Skill. 


Great Jove approv'd her Crimes and Art, 
And t'other Day ſhe ſtole my Heart. 

If Lovers, Cupid, are thy Care, 

Exert thy Vengeance on the Fair ; 

To Trial bring her ſtolen Charms, 

And let her Priſon be my Arms. 


SONG CCLXV. 


HAT Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play, 
To mingle ſweet Pleaſure with Search after Treaſure, 
Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day: 
And while the dull Miſer efteems himſelf wiſer, 
His Bags to encreaſe while his Health does decay, 
Our Souls we enlighten, our Fancies we brighten, 
And paſs the long Ev'nings in Pleaſure away. 


A ColleSion of Favourite New Songs. 


All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide Party, 
With ſome tender Fair the bright Bumper 
| crown'd ; | 

Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown't: 

Sec here's our Phyſician, we know no Ambition, 
But where there's good Wine and good Comp 

„ found 3. * -- © 

Thus happy together, in ſpite of all Weather, 

"Tis Sunſhine and Summer with us the Year ro: 


SONG CCLXVI. 


| 1 verdant Green was once my Pride, 


In calmer Hours my bleſt Retreat, 
Where Love and Collin did reſide; 
Twas Collin's Preſence made it ſweet. 
"T'was Collin gave the beaut'ous Bloom; 
I fimply thought it all your own; 
Convinc'd, I now can ſec the Gloom 
O'er-ſpread each Flow'r, now he is gone. 


a | I thooz 
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ought my Heart by Nature gay, 
hen Collin was the only Cauſe; 

as he inſpir'd each tuneful Lay, 

y Mirth but waited his Applauſe: 

al Delights he was the Source; 
ith him, the Hours wing'd away; 
envious Sun, with rapid Force, 
{ade me regret the ſhort'n'd Day. 


Abſence now can lengthen Time; 

all, tedious Moments ſeem as Years ; 
exulting Sun, that gilds the Stream, 
tands ſtill, to ſcorn and mock my Tears, 
Fve the Dew lends her kind Aid 5 
o Flow'rs, who drooping does recline ; 
e me, they bend their mourntul Head, 
nd ſeem to mingle Grief with mine. 


SONG CCLXVII, 
N ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 
Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 
| mourn, and Damon is my Theme: 


__ 
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The Hills, the Groves, the Streams remain, 14 
But Damon there 1 ſeck in vain. 1 1 
Now to the moſſy Cave I fly, va 


| __ Where to my Swain Loft have ſung, | T8 
Well pleas'd the browſing Goats to (py, 4s 
As o'er the airy Steep they hung: 
The moſſy Cave, the Goats remain, 
Bur Damon there J ſeck in vain. 


Now thro the rambling Vale I paſs, 
And ſigh to fee the well-known Shade; 
I weep, and kiſs the bended Grats, 
| Where Love and Damon fondly play*d : 
The Vale, the Shade, the Graſs remain, 
But Damon there I ſzek in vain. 


From Hill, from Dale each Charm is fled, 
Groves, Flocks, and Fountains plcaſe no more; 
Each Flow'r, in Pity, droops its Head, 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore: 
All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
et Damon till I ſeek in vain, 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXVIII. | Lead an Innocent aftray ? _ 
EH OIL. D the ſweet Flow'rs around, Tempt me not, kind Sir, 1 pray. 
Wich all the bright Beauties they wear; Men too often we believe; : 
Vet none on the Plain can be found, And ſhou'd you my Faith deceive, 

So lovely as Celia is fair. | Ruin firſt, and then forſake, | 
Ye Warblers, come raiſe your ſweet Throats; Sure my tender Heart wou'd break. 0 
No longer in Silence remain; = | 

O lend a fond Lover your Notes, SONG CCLXX. 


To ſoften my Celia's Diſdain. f 5 
N a plain pleaſant Cottage, conveniently pen 


Oft Times in yon flow'ry Vale, 1 With a Mill, and ſome Meadows—— (a Fre 

I breathe my Complaint in a Song; 3 Eſtate) | 1 

Fair Flora attends the ſoft Tale, A well-meaning Miller by Labour ſupplies 
And ſweetens the Borders along: ; | Thoſe Bleſſings that Nature to Grand Ones deni 
But, Celia, whoſe Breath might perfume, | No Paſſions to plague him, no Cares to tormen;, 
The Boſom of Hora in May; His conſtant Companions are Health and Conte 

Still frowniug, provounces my Doom, | Their Lordſhips, in Lace, may take Note, If th: J 

Regardleſs of all I can ſay, | For he's honeſt tho daub'd with the Duſt of 18 

SONG CLXIX. | Ere the Larks early Carol ſalutes the new DVN 

| | He ſprings from his Cottage, as jocund as , 

OUNG Tam, and fore afraid: He chearfully whiſtles, regardleſs of Care, 4 


Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs Maid? 


Or {ings the laſt Ballad he bought at the Fair: 


8 bribing Elections, in hopes to be Great; 
Fraud, nor Ambition, his Boſom does fill, 
rented he works if there's Griſt for his Mill. 


* ; 

Lunday, bedeck'd in his home-ſpun Array, 
Church he's the loudeſt to chant, or to pray; 
down to a Dinner of plain Engliſh Food; 

, tho' ſimple the Pudding, his Appetite's good: 
Night, when the Prieſt and Exciſeman are gone, 
Wuaffs at the Alchouſe with Roger and John; 

Sn returns to his Pillow, and dreams of no III. 


Jo Monarch's more bleſt than the Man of the Mill. 


| SONG Cel. XXI. 
AlL no more, ye learned Aſſes, 
i 'Gainft the Joys the Bowl ſupplies; 
ais Depth, and fill your Glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the Bottom lies: 

em higher ſtill, and higher, 


. 


2 — 


1 Pallow Draughts perplex the Brain; 
ng quenches all our Fire, 
: apers light it up again. 


E A Cillefion of Favourite New Sings. 


Ne Courtiers are toil'd in the Cobwebs of State, 


SInce 


Q 


And if for Summer you would ſeek, 
was painted in her Eye and Cheek: 
Her ſwelling Boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful Autumn was the Type; 
But when my tender Tale I told, 

I found her Heart, like Winter, cold. 


Draw the Scene for Wir and Pleaſure, 
Enter Jollity and Joy; 

We tor Thinking have no Leiſure, 
Manly Mirth is our Employ : 


in Lite there's nothing certain, 


We'll the preſent Hour engage; 
And, when Death ſhall drop the Curtain, 
With Applauſe we'll quit the Stage. 


SONG CCLXXII. 


IJ Dolly was the faireſt Thing, 


Her Breath diſclos'd the Sweets of Sprin 


8 ONG CCEXXIIL 
OW welcome myShepherd, how welcome to me, 
| Is ev'ry Occaſion of mecting with thee ? 


Bur 
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Bur when thou art abſent, how joyleſs am I, 
M˖ethinks 1 contented could fic down and die. 


"The oft'ner I ſee you, the more I approve 

The Choice I have made, and am fix'd in my Love: 
For Merir like your's ſtill brighter is ſhewn, 
And more muſt be valu'd the more it is known. 


'To live in a Cottage with thee I would chuſe, 
And Crowns for thy ſake I ſhould gladly refuſe : 
Not all che vaſt Treaſure of wealthy Peru, 

To me would ſeem precious if ballanc'd with you. 


For all my Ambition to thee is confin'd, 
And nothing could pleaſe me if thou wer't unkind ; 
Then faithtully love me, and happier I'll be 


Than plac'd on a Throne, if to reign without thee. 


Ss ON G CCLAXIV. 


N Love ſhould there meet a fond Pair, 
Untutor'd by Faſhion or Art, 
W hole Wiſhes are warm and ſincere, | 
W hole Words are th' Exceſs of the Heart; 


A Cullen of  Fawurite New Sungs. 


| 


„% And tho' Time muſt have prov'd how ſincere W. 


{ 


If anghr of ſubſtantial Delight | 
On this Side the Stars can be found; 
"Tis ſure, when that Couple unite, 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd, 


SONG CCLXXV. 

N a ſweet Summer's Eve, by the Side of a Stream, 

[ liſten'd while Damon told Chloe his Dream; 

But firſt to this Purpoſe the Shepherd reveal'd 

The deep Wounds in his Heart, Which could not“ 
conceal'd. | 

« Tis now quite an Age ſince firſt I made knowy, 

« Oh! fairelt of Maidens, that my Heart was yo! 

„ own; | 


« my Mind. 2 
« To ſuch Dictates of Truth my dear Chloe is viird 


« Fo the World ſhe diſtributes her Bleſſings aronn! 
« Bur the Man ſhe ſhould bleſs ſhe continues 4 

* wat, | 
« Oppreſt with theſe Cares, laſt Night in the Orot 


1 © I dreamt that my Life paid a Forfeit to Love: 


6 Ar, 


Wl leg ie 2 0 F. Jo 'rite Wee Songs. 


And deſpurint of ever Obtain: ng 1 Re inf, 

I'd recour ſe to this Stream to fiuiſh my Grief.” 
hen, the better to ſ1cew ter what P il in lis oleep, 
we fly dhepherd ſeem'd ready to plungs in the Deep. 


0 ſtop (id the Maiden) at length Pi prove kind,” 


nd before ſhe detected the Art of the Swain, 
he'd ſaid ro him what ſhe'd not unſay again. 


this artful Deceit the fly Shepherd obrain'd 

hat by humble Entreaties he ne'cr would have 
 pain'd : 

From hence let the Fair this fort Maxim believe, 

aut if Truth cannot win 'em, Men will lcarn to de- 
ceive. 


SONG ccLXXVI. 
4 PASTORAL: DIALOGUE. 


Lamon. 


OW fierce is the Sun! 
Haſte, Phillis, let's run, 


nd held him from doing What was ne'er in his Mind : 


| 


To ſhelter awhile in the Grove; 


Ph illis. 


Damon. 


| Phillis. 


Q 2 


Young Cupid reigns there, 
And Vil pleaſe thee, my Fair, 
By telling you Stories of Love. 


I'll tell you, young Swain, 
You attack me in vain; 

Too fatal the going might prove: 
For many a Maid 
Has there been betray'd, 

By lining to Stories of Love. 


When Paſſion's ſincere, 
There's no Danger to fear ; 
The Spring- time of Beauty improve ; 
Nor let it be ſaid, 
Phillis dies an old Maid, 
Averſe to the Rapturcs of Love. 


To hear the ſoft Sigh, 
When her Lover is nigh, 
A Nymph can't, perhaps, diſapprove. 
It may flatter her Pride; 
Bur it Reaſon's her Guide, 
She makes Honour Attendant on Love, 


-* 


Damon, 


—— — — GO 2 


—— —— — 


Damon. 


Damon. 
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"Tis wich Honour I burn, 
Vet for mutual Return, 
With Vi, now vainly I've ſtrove! 
| See our Flocks, how they join, 
"Fis an Omen divine, 
Poriending Compliance and Love. 


Phillis, Oh! Damon, I find, 
_- - My Heart lcems inclin'd, 
The teſt of your Paſſion to prove. 


Then be Hymnen our Guide, 
Be the Nuptial Knot ty d, 
And let Wedlock give Sanction to Love. 


Diete to. 


When Love's gentle Fire 
Enkindles Deſire, 
Suppreſs the wild Maxim to rove; 

Let the Nymph and the Youth 
Plight their Honour and Truth, 
And be happy in Virtue and Love, 


S GONG CCLEXXVII. 


Met in our Village a Swain t'other Day: 
te ſtopt me, and begg'd me a Moment to ſtay; 


—— 


A Collefion of Favourite New Sings. 
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Then bluſh'd, and, in Language Ine'er heard ki 
He talk'd much of Love, and ſome Pains that he 084 
But what was his Meaning 1 know not, 1 vow; ]W- 
Yet, alasg my poor Hcart felt, 1 cannot tell hos ME 


Each Morning the Jeſſamine, Vi'let and Roſe, 

He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet Flower that groy: 
The ſweeteſt, and gayeſt, he picks from the 1c, 
And begs me to weur theſe fine Things in my 3re 
But what is his Meaning 1 know not, I voy ; 
Vet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell hoy 


At my Feet the young Shepherd for ever I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any bur me; 

He gazes with Tranſport, and kifles me too, 
And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
Bur what is his Meaning I know nor, I vow; 
Yet, alas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell hey 


* 
# 
8 
| 
} 
4 


I oft ſee the Tears ſtreaming faſt from his Eyes, } 
And hear him, poor Youth! breathe a T 

Sighs ; | | | 
He tells me, no Nymph in the World is like me, 
Nor Shepherd alive ſo unhappy as he: 


A ColleFion of Favourite New Songs. 


it {is his Meaning I know not, I vow; 
bas! my poor Heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


does the dear Shepherd to me thus complain, 

y that my Eyes are the Cauſe of his Pain? 
\were J ſure (for his Fate I depliore) 

e ſuffer'd for me, he ſhould ſuffer no more: 
Ii could to relieve him, I vow, 

my Heart might have Eaſe, tho' I cannot tell! 
| how. | 


. 
2 


Te 


Oh. | 
| SONG CCLAXVIIL 
d DDS my Life! ſearch Eng land over, 


An you match her in her Station, 
; I'll be bound to fly the Nation: 
5 i be ſure as well 1 love her. 
y | but feel my Heart a beating, 
| her pretty Name repeatlng : 


: the Work tis always at, 


ry patty, pat, pit, pat. 
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When ſhe makes the Mukc tinkle, 
W har on Yearth can ſweeter be? 

Then her litile Eyes fo twinkle, 
"Tis a Fcaſt to hear and ſee, 


 'S ON G- SHAI. 


JV fond Shepherds of late were ſo bleſt, 
T heir fair Nymphs were fo happy and gays 

I'hat cach Night they went ſafely ro Reſt, 

And they merrily ſung thro' the Day: 
Bot, ah | what a Scene muſt apprar! 

Muſt the ſweet rural Paſtimes be oer? 
Shall the Tabor no more ſtrike the Ear? 

Shall the Dance on the Green be no more ? 


Muſt the Flocks from their Paſtors be led? 
Muſt the Herds go wild ſtraying Abroad! 
Shall che Looms be all ſtopp'd in each Shed, 
And the Ships be all moor'd in each Road? 
Muſt the Arts be all ſcatter'd Abroad, 
And ſhall Commerce grow fick of the Tide? 
Muſt Religion expire on the Ground, 
And ſhall Virtue fink down by her Side ? 
1 8 0ONG 
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174 A Collefion of Fa 


SONG CCLXXX. 
N dear Zelinda's Charms I gaze, 


And drink Deſtruction from her Eye; 


In thoſe bright Orbs Love gaily plays, 
And laughing bids bis Arrows fly. 
He wounds without cating, 
The Pain is yet pleaſing ; 
So ſweet is the Anguiſh, 
I love and I Janguiſh, 
J love ani languiſh; 


And, when with my Charmer, methinks1 cou'd die, 


And, when with my Charmer, Oc. 


With Venus, when on Ida's Grove, 
For Charms Zelinda may compare; 


She looks and moves the Queen of Love, 


As fair her Face, divine her Air. 
Bright Youth and good Nature, 
Light up ev'ry Feature 
With Wir all inviting, 
She's gay and delighting ; 
Inviting, delighting ; 
O Cupid aſſiſt me my Charmer to move, 
O. Cupid aſſiſt me my Charmer to move, 


viarite New Songs. 


SONG CCLXXYI, 


| * how ſhail ], in Language weak, 


My arent Paſhon tell, 


Or form my fault'ring Tongue to ſpeak 


That cruel Word, farewell! | 
Farewel !—bur know, tho' thus we part, 
My Thoughts can never fray : 
Go where I will, my conſtant Heart 
Muft with my Charmer ſtay. 


SONG CCEXXXIIL 
OUNG Colin ſeeks my Heart to move, 
And ſighs, and talks ſo much of Love, 
(He'll hang or drown, «I fear it) 
Of Pangs, and Wounds, and pointed Darts; 


Of Cupid's Bow, and bleeding Hearts; 


I vow I cannot bear it. 


He ſays I'm pretty — mighty well; 


And witty too that's better ſtill; 
And ſenſible, I ſwear it: | 


Bur Words, you know, are nought but Wind 


Unleſs he'il freely tell his Mind, 


1 vow 1 cannot bear it. 


N Colleddion 
Shepherd dances blythe and gay, 
weetly on his Pipe can play; 

Ten U like to hear it: 

dow n-caſt Looks, and Hums and Haws, 
þ:ily plead'a Lover's Cauſe, 

know I cannot bear it. 


IN ſome friendly Nymph or Swain 
id bid the baſhful Boy ſpeak plain, 
vonder he ſhould fear it) | 
Pen take Courage like my Sex, 
honeſt Youth no more to vex, 

& wed him, I declare it. 


sos CCLXXXUI 


PME then, come, ye ſportive Swains; 
Hither, jocund Nymphs, advance; 
he ſmooth enamell'd Green, 
along the ruftic Dance. 
poor grateful] Tributes pay, 

he roſy Morn of Hay. 


Ind 


of Favourite New Syngs. 
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Now again the riſing Year 
Calls us forth to Mirth and Joy; 
Pining Grief, nor ſordid Care, 
Shall our feſtive Rites annoy. - 
Swell then, ſwell the chearful Lay, 


Hail the roſy Morn of May, 
F 


SONG CCLXXXIV. 


Y former Time, how brisk and gay! 
So blithe was Jas b'ithe could be; 
But now I'm fad, ah! well-a-day; 


or my true Love is gone to Sea. 


The Lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 


Their wheedling Arts are loſt on me; 
For I to Death ſhall love but one, 


And he, alas! 1s gone to Sea, 


As droop the Flow'rs *till Light return, 
As mourns the Dove its abſent ſhe ; 


So will 1 droop, ſo will I mourn, | $ 
ul my true Love returns from Sea. 


SONG 


196. A fer n of Favourite New Sings. 


SONG ccLXXXV. 


RUST me would you taſte true Pleaſure, 
Without Mixture, without Meaſure, 
No where ſhall you find the "Treaſure 
Sure as in the ſylvan Scene: 


Bleſt, who, no falſe Glare requiring, 

Nature's rural Sweets admiring, 

Can, from profler Joys retiring, 
Seek the {imple and ſerene. 


S O NG CCLXXXVI. 


Uſpicious Spirits, guard my Love, 
In Time of Danger near him bide; 

W ith out-ſpread Wings around him move, 
And turn each random Ball aſide. 


And you, his Foes, though Hearts of Steel, 
Oh! may you then with me accord; | 
A ſympathetic Paſſion feel, 

Behold his Face, and drop the Sword. 


Ye Winds, your bluſt'ring Fury leave; 
Like Airs that o'er the Garden ſweep, 


Breathe ſoft in Sighs, and gentle heave 


The calm, ſmooth Buſom of the Deep. 


Till halcyon Peace return'd once more, 
From Blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile Harms, 

My Sailor views his native Shore, 

And harbours ſafe in theſe fond Arms, 


SONG CCLXXKXVIL 


|| Die with too tranſporting Joy, 


If ſhe J love rewards my Fire; 
It ſhe's inexorably coy, 


With too much Paſſion I expire. 


No Way the Fates afford to ſhun 
The cruel Torment I endure ; 
Since I am doom'd to be undone 


By the Diſeaſe, or by the Cure, 


01 


SONG CCLXXXVIII. 
PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 
. | COL TN: 1 
ARK ! Hark o'er the Plains what glad Tumults 
n we hear ! 2 1 
k gay all the Nymphs and the Shepherds appear! 
fin Myrtles and Roſes new-deck'd are the Bowers, 
We ev'ry Buſh bears a Garland of Flowers: 
Duc, tor my Life, what it means underſtand ; 
re's ſome rural Feſtival ſurely at Hand: 


ar Harveſt, or Shecp-ſhecring, now can take Place 


Pbillis will tell me the Truth of the Caſe, 


1 . 

ke Truth, honeſt Lad !—— Why you ſurely ſhou'd 

= know, 1 : 

et Kites are prepar'd in the Village below; 

ere gallant young Thyrſis, fo fam'd and ador'd, 
is Daphne, the Siſter ot CO RI N, our Lord. 
Dahlie, whoſe Beauty, Good- nature, and Eaſe, 
Fancies can ſtrike and all Judgments can pleaſe: 
Ff COR] N—bur Praiſe muſt the Matter give o'er, 
Know what He is, and 1 need ſay no more. 
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Oh! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a Cor, 


177 
COLIN. 8 

Young T byrſis too claims, all that Honour can lend; 

His Countryman's Glory, their Champion and Friend; 

Tho' ſuch ſlight Memorials ſcarce ſprak his Deſerts, 

And, truſt me his Name is engrav'd on their Hearts, 


„„ 


But hence to the Bridal, bchold how they throng; 


Each Shepherd conducting his Sweetheart along: 
The joyous Occaſion, all Nature inſpires 
With tender Affections, and cacartul Deſires. 


DUETT 0. 


| Ye Pow'rs, that o'er Conjugal Union preſides 


All-gracious look down on the Bridegroom and Bride: 
That Beauty, and Virtue, and Valonr may thine, 


| In a Race, like Themſelves, wich No End to the Lim ! 


Let Honour, and Glory, an Riches, and Praiſe, 
Unceaſing attend them, thro' numerous Hays: 
And while in a Palace Fate fixes their Lot, 


SONG 
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SONG CCLXXXIX. 
EF Merg'd from Winter's gloomy Scenes, 
The infant Spring appears; 
The Meadow, ſtrew'd with mingled Greens, 
An carly Beauty wears. 
The bulbous Winter fleeping Root, 
That late in Honours ſhed, 
Proud to diſplay the earlieſt Shoot, 
Peeps from the genial Bed, 


Snow-drops, in Virgin pure Attire, 
Their ſhame-fac'd Bloſſoms rear; 

And humble Crocus' golden Fire 

Adorns the gay Parterre. : 
On moſly Banks in ſhelt'ring Bowers, 
By mazy wand'ring Streams, | 

The ſweet-blown Primroſe ſheds her Flow'rs 
To Phabus' vernal Beams. 


P af 
N N 
» = 
=_ 
r 
„ 
73 
1 
3 
157 
«4M 
4 
* 
v1 
. . 
9 
Y ik 
D 
k 2 
3 
i ) 
f 
x 
P 8 
1 
5 . 
1 
5 * : 
KEY 
* ly Q 
4 , 
% . 
i .4 
. 4 
oa G 
N * N 
E ; 
„ 
f : 
v-,# | 
8.3 
5 
4 | 
55 
N : 
7 
4 
« 


A 
. 
® 
1 
. 
ir 
4 
4 
5 
LY 
5 
"4% 
* k ” 
* 
. 
* 


1 


_— 
OS IE” HEALS > -oÞ 
= — I ae Ls 


„ 
_ * 4+. 2 . 


Hail, Source of Light! great Lamp of Day ! 
W hat Joys from thee ariſe! | 

Nature revives when thou art nigh, 
If thou depart ſhe dies. 
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| 
[ 
| 
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Groves, Woodlands, Hedge-rows, 
With warning Preludes ring; 
All Nature breathes a Joy ſerene, 

And hails the new- born Spring. 


KB M07? GIN DEEG 

HJ” bleſt has my Time been! what Days h; 
| — ͤ ney 

diuce Wedlock's ſoſt Bondage made 7 my own! 
So joyful my Heart is, ſo eaſy my Chan g 
Prat Freedom is talielels, and Roving a Pain, 
Pat Freedom is taſteleſs, and Roving a Pain. 


k 


Thro' Walks, grown withWoodbines, as often we fs 
Around us our Boys and Girls frolick and play, 
How pleating their Sport is the wanton Ones fee, 


Aud burrow their Looks from my Jeſſy and me, 
| And borrow their Looks, &*c. | | 


To try her ſweet Temper, oft' times am I ſeen 

In Revels all Day, wich the Nymphs on the Gree 
Tho' painful my Abſence, my Doubts ſhe degyuil;, 
And mee:s me at Night with Compliance and Soi. 


And mects me at Night, Ec. 


b 


M. 


budding Scene i 


* bat tho” on her Cheek the Roſe loſes it Hue, 
er Eaſe and good Humour bloom all the Year thro” ; 
T me fill, as he flies, brings Increaſe to her Truth, 


d gives to her Mind what he ſteals from her Youth, 


pd gives to her Mind, &c 

> Shepherds ſo gay, who make Love to enſnare, 

d cheat, with faiſe Vows, the too credulons Fair, 
search of true Pleaſure how vainly you roam; 
> hold it for Lite, you muſt find it at Home, | 
hold it for Lite, you muſt find it at Home, 


80 NG eeectl. 
OME, Roſalind, O come and ſee, 
What Plealures are in Store for thee ; 
e Flowers in all their Sweets appear; 
dc Fields their gayeſt Liv'ries wear, 
ge Fields their gayeſt Liv'ries wear: 
be joyful Birds in ev'ry Grove, 
w warble out their Songs of Love, 
bw warble our their Songs of Love: 
thee they ſing, and Roſes bloom ; 
| Collin, rhee, invites to come; 
Invites to come : 
Collin, thee, invites to come. 


Ka 
Lan 


\ 
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| Come, Roſalind, and Collin join; 


My tender Flocks and all are thine: 
It Love and Roſalind, be here; 
Tis May and Pleaſure all the Year, 


| Tis May and Pleaſure, Sc. 


Come, ſee a Cottage, and a Swain; 

Thou can'ſt my Love nor Gifts diſdain, 

Thou can'ſt my Love, Oc. 

Leave all behind, no longer ſtay; 

For Collin calls, then haſte away; 
Then haſte away; 

For Collin calls, then haſte away. 


SONG CCXKCIL 


Bear Witneſs of my Pains ; 
How ofg* have Shina's flow'ry Dales, 
Been taught my am'rous Strains; 
The wounded Oaks in yonder Grove, 
Retain the Name of her l love. 


In vain wou'd Age it's Ice beſpread, 
To numb each gay Deſire; 


| Tho” ſeventy Winters hoar my Head, 
Ny Heart is Hall on Fire: 


> "oy verdant Hills, ye balmy V ales, 
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By moſly Fount and Grot I rove, in tema 
And gently murmur Songs of Love. VVV N 
O! ſweeteſt of thy lovely Race, | By Vows you re mine, by Love bs yeurs, - | 
EE Unveil thy matchleſs Charms; A Heart that cannot wander. 1 
Let me adore that Angel's Face, SONG Cle 
And die within thy Arms; Y Days have been fo wondrous free 4 
My ceaſeleſs Pangs thy Boſom move, N The lictle Birds that fly f F 
To grant the jaſt Returns of Love. With carcleſs Eaſe, trom Tree io Tree, 
SONG CCXCIL. Were not ſo bleſt as J. 
T ſetting Day and riſing Morn, | Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear 
With Soul that ſtill ſhall love thee, Of mine increas'd their Stream ? . 
I'll ask of Heav'n thy ſafe Return, | Or ask the flying ales, Heer : 
With all that can improve thee : I lent a Sigh to them? | 1 
I'Il viſit of the Birchen Buſh, | 25 155 4 
Where firſt thou kindly told me | Bat on oy former Days retire, 
Sweet Tales of Love, and hid my Bluſh, And I'm by Beawy caught, 
W hilt round thou didſt enfold me. 1 Chains 3 4 chre _ 4 
f | Kd upen my Thought. c 
To all our Haunts I will repair, 5 
By Green-Wood-Shaw, 1 Fountain; 3 e my Breaſt 
Or where the Summer's Day I'd ſhare ; Les ey Ty, Doubt controu!, 
| : ö And lovely Nancy ſtands con feſt 
Wich thee, upon yon Mountain: ' to wag ee wet 
: The Fav'rite of my Soul. 


Viehtingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ne Swains that haunt the Grove, 
gentle Echoes, breezy Winds, 

Fe cloſe Retreats of Love. 


An all of Nature, all of Art, 

Kit the dear Defign : 

teach a young unpraftis'd Heart 
To make her ever mine. 


te very Thought of Change I hate, 
s much as of Deſpair ; 

Q hardly covet to be great, 

Inleſs it be for her. 


& true, the Paſſion in my Mind 

& mix'd with ſoft D.iireſ6; 

& whilſt the Fair I love is kind, 
cannot wiſh for leſs. 

- 


SONG CCXCY. 


[PEE brighteſt Bloom the Roſe diſplays, 


When gilded by Aurora's Rays, 


, 
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The Cyprian Goddeſs far Jeſs fair 
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The faireſt Lilly of the Fields, ' if 
Or cultivated Garden yields, * 
Are like the Sun by Clouds inclos'd, | i 
When to Clarizda's Charms oppos'd. 5 


Did riſing from the Waves appear, | 0 
When ev'ry gazing Eye admir'd, 1 
And ev'ry throbbing Heart deſir'd: 

She's but 2 Foil, nor can compare 


For comely Preſence to the Fair. 


The rural Nymph, that rules the Shade, 
In Robes of Chaſtity array d, 
Is, for a Type of her bright Mind, 
The neareſt Emblem I can find; 

As fair a Form, as fair a Fame, 

What was Diana is the Dame. 


As Venus fair, Lucretia's Truth, 


Minerva's Wit, Love's blooming Youth, 
Great Juno's Majeſty divine, 
In her unparellel'd combine; 


The 
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The Flow'rs, by gentle Zeplivrs preſt, 
Arc Emblems of her fragrant Breaft. 


If ſich a one can bleſs Mankind, 

In Woman if Content we find, 

2 Lovers, judge what I enjoy; 
ow great the Bliſs which ne'er can cloy ! 
Since, with a Smile, the Nymph will own 
Her Heart's Affections are my own, 


SONG CCXCVI.. 
AFT me, ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 
To Mindſor's ſhady kind Retreat; 
Where ſylvan Scenes, wide-ſpreading Trees, 
| Repel the raging Dog-ſtar's Hear ; 
Where tufted Grals, and moſſy Beds, 
Afford a rural calm Repole ; , 
Where Woodbines hang their dewy Heads, 
And tragrant Sweets around diſcloſe, 


Old oozy Thames, that lows faſt by, 
Along rhe ſmiling Valley plays; 

Bis glaſly Surface chears the Eye, 
And thro' the flow'ry Meadow firays: 


| 
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His fertile Banks, with Herbage green, 
His Vales with ſmiling Plenty ſwell ; 

W here'er his purer Stream is ſeen, 
The Gods of Health and Pleaſure dwell, 


Let me thy clear, thy yielding Wave 
With naked Arm once more divide; 
In thee my glowing Boſom lave, 
And ſtem thy gently-rolling Tide. 
Lay me, with Damask Roſes crown'd, 
Beneath ſome Oſier's dusky Shade; 
Where Water Lillies paint the Ground, 
And bubbling Springs refreſh the Glade, 


Let chaſte Clarinda too be there, 
With azure Mantle lightly dreſt ; 
Ye Nymphs, bind up her filken Hair, 
Ye Zephyrs fan her panting Breaſt, 
O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to Love; 
To thee alone the Muſe ſhall ſing, 
And warble thro' the vocal Grove. 


; 


: SONG CCXCVIL 
rephon, why that cloudy Forchead ? 
Why ſo vainly croſs'd thoſe Arms; 
Il, Swain thy AſpeCt horrid rg 
R:ther frightens her, than charms. 
ſc each dull and drooping Spirit, 
Fling away thy Myrtle Wreath ; 


pers large of gen'rous Claret 


Make thee Love and Raptures breathe. 


Fifice this Juice prolific 

To each Leiter of her Name; 
bus deem'd it a Specific, 
hy not Mortals do the ſame ? 


the high-charg'd Goblet ſmiling, 

ſids thee, Strephoy,, drink and prove, 
he's the Liquor moſt beguiling; 
Vine's the Weapon conquers Love. 


SONG CCXCVIIL. 
[tyrant Love, with cruel Dart, 

ranfix the Maiden's tender Heart; 
) 
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Of eaſy Faith, and fond Belief, 


She hugs the Dart, and aids the Thief. 


Till left, her helpleſs State to mourn, 
Neglected, loving, and forlorn; 

She finds, while Grief her Boſom ſtings, 
As well as Darts, the God has Wings. 


| SON SO. 
HEN Vapours o'er the Meadows die, 
And Morning ſtreaks the purple 8k. 
I wake to Love with jocund Glee, | 
To think on him who doats on me, 


When Eve embrowns the verdant Grove, 
Ard Plilemel laments her Love; 
Each Sigh | breathe my Love reveals, 
And tells the Pangs my Boſom feels. 


With ſecret Pleaſure I ſurvey 
The frolick Birds in am'rous Play; 
While fondeſt Cares my Heart employ, 


Which flutters, leaps, and beats for Joy. 
R 2 _ 
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SONG CCC. 


ENEA'TTH the Weight of hapleſs Love, 
How weak does cv'ry Effort prove, 
When ſtruggling to get free! 
In vain againſt the fatal Darts 
The tender Soul its Force exerts 
And pants for Liberty, 


Within the Maze abſtruſe we range, 
And ſeek to find the bliſsful Change, 
But ſtill within the Ring; | 
At length the toilſome Task reſign, 
And wait till Beauty's Charms divine 
Their pleaſing Solace bring. 


Ah me! from whence aroſe that Pow'r 

Which blites the ſweetly-blooming Flow'r, 
The Violet of Peace? 

Oh!] gentle Maid, why ſtings the Smart; 

Why throbs my once ſo blithſome Heart, 
With Pains that ſtill increaſe? ; 


| 


| 


| But ſhould no feeling Senſe of Pain 


Oh! why did Heav'n to Delia give, 

On whom my Soul muſt ever live, 
Such Beauty to deſtroy? 

Why rather gave it not the Maid 

Thoſe Beauties which can never fade, 
The Smile-diffuſing Joy? 


How long, O cruel Maid, muſt I 
Emit the Heart-depreſſing Sigh, 
How long in Grief decline? 
Shall thoſe dear Eyes no Pity ſhow 
To him whoſe ſad increaſing Woe 
Would pierce each Heart but thine? 


Oh! lovely Delia, learn to prize 
The Hearr, whoſe Happineſs relies 
And lives alone on thees : 
Indulge one tender Thovght, my Fair, 
Oh! think on Sorrow, Grief, and Care, 
And then you'll pity me. | 


Upon thy ſofter Minutes gain, 


Nor touch thy cruel Breaſt ; 
Wo calmer Peac: my Soul refign'd 
Wall bleſs thee, Delia, tho' unkind, 
And die, and be at Reſt. 


D SONG CCCT. 
ENTLE Gales, in Pity bear 

My Sighs, my tender Sighs away; 
Fo my cruel Strephon's Ear 

All my ſoft Complaints convey. 


car ſome moſly Fountain's Side, 

Or on ſome verdant Bank reclin'd, 

Where bubbling Streams in Murmurs glide, 
Vou will the dear Deluder find. 


Gentle Gales, in Pity bear 

My Sighs, my tender Sighs away; 

fo my cruel Strephon's Ear 

All my ſoft Complaints convey. 

P11 the falſe One, how I mourn, 

Tell him all my Pains and Woes ; 

fell, ah! tell him to return, 
And bring my wounded Heart Repoſe. 
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Gentle Gales, in Pity bear — 


| 


My Sighs, my tender Sighs away ; 
To my cruel Strephon's Ear | 
All my ſoft Complaints convey. 


s ON ccoll. 


ET the Grave, and the Gay, 
Enjoy Life how they may, 
My Plealures their Pleaſures ſurpaſ; 
Go the World well or ill, | 
"Tis the ſame with me fill, 


If I have but my Friend and my Glaſs, 
The Lover may figh, 


The Courtier may lye, 

And Crœſus his Treaſure amaſs; 
All the Joys are but vain, 
That are blended with Pain; 


So I'll and by my Friend and my Glaſs, 


And creates new Deſires, 


New Life Wine inſpires, 
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And oft wins the Lover his Laſs, 
Or his Courage prepares 


To diſdain the Nymph's Airs; 
So I'll ſtand by my Friend and my Glaſs, 


The Earth ſacks the Rain, 
The Sun draws the Main, 
With the Earth we are all in a Claſs ; 
Then enliven the Clay, 
Let us live while we may, 


And I'll fland by my Friend and my Glaſs. 


"Tis Friendſhip and Wine, 
Only Life can refine: 

We care not whate'er comes to pais 
With Courtiers, or Great Men, 
There's none of us Stateſmen : 

Come here's to our F riend and cur Glaſs, 


SONG CCCIIL. 


ARK, hark ye, how echoes the Horn in « the 


Val Cy 


Whoſe Notes do ſo ſportingly dance on the Gale, 
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; And the Cry of the Huntiman 1s, Hark, hark, avg 
| Haſte, haſte, let's away; fo to Horſe, my bravely . 


| What Pleaſure can equal the Joys of the Chace, 


| 


| We bound o'er the Lawn, and look back on old Cir 


To charm us to bartcr, for ignoble Reſt, 
The Joys which true Pleaſure cam raiſe in the Brei 
The Morning is fair, and in Labour with Day, 


Then wherefore defer we, one Moment: our Toys! 


Where meaner Delights to more noble give Place 
While onward we preſs, and each Sorrow defy, 
From Valley to Valley re- echoes the Cry: 

Our ſoys are all Sterling, no Sorrow we fear, 


Forgetful of Labour, we leap o'er the Mounds, 
Led on by the Horn, and the oye of the Hound, 


SONG ccav. 


ITH Pþillis I'll trip o'er the Meads, 
And haſten away to the Plain, 
Where Shepherds attend with their Reeds, 
To welcome my Love and her Swain : 
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Lark is exalted in Air, ES $0 NG coy 
he Linnet ſings perch'd on the Spray; 


Lambs ſtand in need of our Care, REATHE ſoft, ye Winds; be calm, ye Skies; 
en let us not lengthen Delay. : Ariſe, ye flow'ry Race ariſe ; 
; 8 Deus, ye vernal Show'rs, 

ge Pleaſures I feel with my Dear, | G orth a bloomy Waſte of Flow'rs. 
ile gameſome young Lambs are at Sport, 


eee, | Tue fragrant Roſe, a beauteous Gueſt, 


| EL | f Shall flouriſh on my Fair One's Breaſt; 
N ee at Court: EF 
en Colin a on . | Ys ra ; . 
Frey form 50 | uſe or bile The Flow r moſt ſweet, the Nymph moſt fair. 
y ice how I'm bleſt with a Sigh, 
n Envy forbids them to ſmile. SONG CCCVI. 


OVE's a ſweet and ſoft Muſician, 
Who derives his Skill from thee, 
Plays on ev'ry Diſpoſition, 
Strikes the Soul on ev'ry Key. 


br CO, tiers, of Liberty prate, 
T' enjÞy it take infinite Pains ; 
it Liberty's primitive State 
Is only enjoy'd on the Plains: 
ith Phillis IJ rove to and fro, 
With her my gay Minutes are ſpent ; 
was Phillis firſt raught me to know, | 
That Happineſs flows from Content. | 


Deep Deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively Hope now ſounds Coragio; 
O the raviſhing Tranſition ! 
Tweeale dum, and tweedle dee, 


SONG 
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SONG cccvlI. 


* Merit and Reaſon give Sanction to 
| ove, 3 

How can ye, ye Fair Ones, my Paſſion reprove ? 

For none but the Prude the ſoft Paſſion diſdains, 
And ſhe boaſts of a Virtue which yet ſhe bur feigns. 


Genteel is my Damon, engaging his Air; 

And his Face, like the Morn, is both ruddy and fair: 
No Vanity ſways him, no Folly is ſeen; 

Bur open's his Temper, and noble's his Mien, 


With Prudence illumin'd his Actions appear; 

His Paſſions are calm, and his Judgment is clear; 
Soft Love fits enthron'd in the Beams of his Eyes; 
He's manly, yet tender; he's fond, yet he's wiſe. 


He's young and good-humour'd, he's gen'rous and | 


7 ay; 
And his Voice can, like Muſic, drive Sorrow away; 

An amiable Softneſs ſtill dwells on his Speech; 

He's willing to learn, tho he's able to teach. 


\ 


* 


| 
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He has promis'd to love me as long as I live, 
And his Heart is too honeſt to let him deceive: 
Then blame me, ye Virgins, if juſtly you can; 
For Merit and Fondneſs diftinguiſh the Man, 


SONG CCccvil. 


H! leave me, in Pity; the Falſchood I ſcorn; 
For Slander, the Boſom untainted defies; 

But Rudeneſs and Inſult are not to be borne, 
Tho' offer'd by Wretches we've Senſe to deſyil, 


Of Woman defenceleſs, how cruel the Fate! 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, ſo blameleſs her Wa 
Ill-nature and Envy lurk always in Wait, 
And Innocence falls to their Fury a Prey, |, 


SONG CCCIX. 
Y* Virgins, attend, 
Believe me your Friend, 
And with Prudence adhere to my Plan ; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 


There goes an old Maid, 


1. 


8. 


| But get married as faſt as you can. 


As ſoon as you find 
Your Hearts are inclin'd 


beat quick at the Sight of a Man; 


Then chooſe out a Youth 
Of Honour and Truth, 
bd get married as faſt as you can. 


For Age, like a Cloud, 

Your Charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
d this whimſical Life's but a Span; 
Then, Maids, make your Hay 
While Hol darts his Ray, 

d get married as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous Rake 

Will artfully take 

Fry Method poor Girls to trepan; 
But baffle their Snare, 

Make Virtue your Care, 

pd get married as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's Bands 
Have join'd both your Hands, 


25 
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The bright Flame ſtill continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the Stings 
That Jealouſy brings; 
But be conſtant, and bleſt while you can. 


SONG ccex. 


Hepherds, would ye hope to pleaſe us, 
You mult ev'ry Humour try; 
Sometimes flatter, ſometimes teaze us, 
Sometimes laugh, and ſometimes cry. 


Soft Denials are but Trials 
Of the Heart we wiſh to gain; 


Tho' we're ſhy, and ſeem to fly, 


If you purſue, we fly in vain. 


SONG CCCXI. 


WI Fanry to Woman is growing a-pace, 
The Roſe-bud beginning to blow on her Face; 
For Mamma's wiſe Precepts ſhe cares not a [ot, 


Her Heart pants for ſomething, bur cannot tell whar. 
. 5 No 
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No ſooner the Wanton her Freedom obtains, 

Than, among the gay Youths, a Tyrant ſhe reigns; 
And finding her Beauty ſuch Power has got, 

Her Heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


'Tho' all Day in Splendour ſhe flaunts it about, 

At Court, Park, and Play, the Ridotto, and Rour ; 
Tho' flatter'd, and envy'd, yet pines at her Lot, 
Her Heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


A Touch of the Hand, or a Glance of the Eye, 
From him ſhe likes beſt, makes her ready to die ; 
Not knowing tis Cupid his Arrow has ſhot, 
Her Heart pants for ſomething, but cannot tell what. 


Ye Fair, take Advice, and be bleſt while you may; 


Each Look, Word, and Action, your Wiſhes betray; 


Give Eaſe to the Heart by the Conjugal K nor, 
Tho they pant e er ſo much, you'll ſoon know for what. 


SONG CCCXIL 


RIGHT is return'd, the Winter is o'er, 
V His all-chearing Beams do Nature reſtore ; 


The Cowſlip and Daiſy, the Vi'let and Roſe, 
Each Garden, each Orchard, does Fragrance diſd 
The Birds chearful Notes are heard in each Gr 
All Nature confeſſes the Seaſon of Love. 


The Nymphs and the Shepherds come tripping 3 
All haſten to join in the Sports of the Plain; 
Our rural Diverſions are free from all Guile, 
The Face that is honeſt ſecurely can ſmile ; 
The Heart that's ſincere in Affection, may prove 
All Nature's Force is the Seaſon of Love. 


O! come then, Philander, with Sylvia away, 
Our Friends that expect us accuſe our Delay; 
Le: s haſte ro the Village, the Sports to begin; 
II ſtrive, for my Shepherd, the Garland to win 
But ſee his Approach, whom my Heart does ap;: 
Who makes ev'ry Hour the Seaſon of Love. 


SONG CCCXIIL 
FWI ye green Fields and ſweet Groves, 
* Where Phillis engag'd my fond Heart; 
Where Nightingales warble their Loves, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without Art: 


| 
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Pleaſure ye now can afford, 

xr Muſic can lull me to Reft; 
Phillis proves falſe to her Word, 
nd Strephon can never be bleſt. 


imes, by the Side of a Spring, 
[here Roſes and Lillies appear, 
Phillis of Strephon would ſing, 

r Strephon was all ſhe held dear: 

xs ſoon as ſhe found, by my Eyes, 
pe Paſſion chat glow'd in my Breaſt, 
hen, to my Grief and Surprize, 
oy'd all ſhe had ſaid was a Jeſt. 


ate, to my Sorrow, I find, 

dc Beauties alone that will laſt, 

Whoſe that are fix'd in the Mind, 
thich Envy or Time cannot blaſt: 

re then, beware how ye truſt 

guettes, who to Love make Pretence ; 
Phillis to me had been juſt, 

ature had bleſt her with Senſe, 


| 


1 
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. SONG cccxlv. 
ELIEVE me, dear Aunt, 


If you rave thus, and ranty 
You'll never a Lover perſuade; 
The Men will all fly, 
And leave you to die 
(O, terrible Chance!) an old Maid. 


How happy the Laſs, 
Muſt ſhe come to this Paſs, 
Who ancient Virginity *ſcapes ! 
"T'were better on Earth 
Have five Brats at a Birth, 
Than in Hell be a Leader of Apes. 


SONG CCCXV. 


HE Sun, like any Bridegroom pay, 
Roſe to ſalute the Spring; 
The Flow'rers hail'd the Birth of ay, 
And Birds began to ſing, 


When 
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When Damon tript it o'er the Plain, 


Dear Chloe's Heart to win; 
But at the Window tapt in vain, 
She would not let him in. 


Beſide the Manſions where the Great 
From glorious Feats retir'd, 
The Druids us'd to celebrate 
The Virtues they admir'd : 


Love whiſper'd then in Damon's Ear, 
And bade his Song begin; 


And thus he ſung, to pleaſe the Fair, 
In Hopes ſhe'd let him in. 


So ſweet his Song, the Maiden roſe, 
In rural plain Attire ; 

And like the genial Seaſon glows 
With thrilling, ſoft Deſire : 


Bur, angry like, by Love controul'd, | 


Cry'd, Shepherd, why this Din? 
Why wake me thus? I've often told 
I ne er would let you in, 


| 


| ITH theMan that! love, was deſtin'd tos: 


To Church he led her, in her Prime 


| Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſart, would be 
More pleaſing than Courts or a Palace to me. 


The Fair One in his Arms he preſt, 
And kiſe'd her o'er and o'er; : 
And who, with Honour in his Breaſt, 
Could then have thought on more? 
3 
For Pleaſure void of Sin, | 
And now ſhe hails the happy Time 
W hen firſt ſhe ler him in. 


SONG cccxvl. 


On a Mountain, a Moor, in a Cor, in a Ce. 


Let the Vain and the Venal, in Wedlock aſpire 
To what Folly efteems, and the Vulgar admire; 
I yield them the Bliſs, where their W iſhes are | 
Inſenſible Creatures! tis all they can taſte 


SONG CCCxvil 


HY how now, Miſs Pert! 
Do you think to divert 


My Anger by Fawning and Stroking ? 
Wou'd yon make me a Fool, 
Your Play-thing, your Tool ? 

as ever young Minx ſo provoking ? 


Get out of my Sight! 

Twould be ſerving you right, 
ro lay a ſound Doſe of the Laſh on; 
| Contradi& your Mamma! 

I've a Mind by the La—— 
Bu I won't pur myſelf in a Paſſion, 


SONG CCCXvIL.. 


© WI THEN you meet a tender Creature, 

WY Neat in Limb, and Fair in Feature, 

of Kindneſs and Good- nature; 
Prove as kind again to ſhe. 

boy Mortal! to poſleſs her, 

Four Boſom warm and preſs her, 

ning, Noon, and Night, careſs her 

nd be fond as fond can be. 1 


| 
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But if one you meet that's frow- ard, 

Saucy, jilting, and untow- ard, 

Should you att the whining Coward; 
Tis to mend her ne'er the whit. 

Nothing's tongh enough to bind her; 

Then agag wen once you find her, 


| Let her go, and never mind her; 


Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


. 16 TCOLIE; 
THEN a Maid, in Way of Marriage, 
Firſt. is courted by a Man, 
Let *un do the beſt he can, 
She's fo ſhame-fac'd in her Carriage, 
Tis with Pain the Suit's began. 


Tho'f mayhap ſhe likes him mainly, 
Still ſhe ſhams it coy and cold; 
Fearing to confeſs it plainly, _ 
Leſt the Folks ſhould think her bold. 


But the Parſon comes in Sight, 

Gives the Word to bill and coo ; 
»Tis a different Story quite, , 
And ſhe quickly buckles to. 


8 SONG 
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SONG CCCXX. 
E Nympbs, who to the Throne of Love 
With Hearts ſubmiſſive bow; 
Who hope the mutual Bliſs to prove, 
'That crowns the nuptial Vow, 
That crowns the nuptial Vow ; 
Thro' Caution's Glaſs, by Reaſon lent, 
Oh!] view your Lovers clearly, 
Nor think to wed, till that preſent 
The Man that loves you dearly ; 
Nor think ro wed, ttill that preſent 
The Man thar loves you dearly, 
The Man that loves you dearly. 


Still blind to Wiſdom's Ray, the Rake 
No ſocial Bliſs allows; 
And he who long has rov'd, muſt make 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe, | 
A good-for-nothing Spouſe. 
Nor truſt the Fop, tho' pitcous Sighs 
Praclaim you've touch'd him clearly; 
His own ſweet Charms too much he'll prize, 


Nor can he love you dearly ; 
A His own, Sc. 


, 
| 
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But when, with ev'ry manly Grace, 
A Youth of Soul refin'd, 

M ho doating on your Form and Face, 
Thinks brighter ſtill your Mind, 
Thinks brighter fill your Mind; 

When ſuch ſhall for the Favour ſue, 
Oh! yield your Hard fincerely, 

And you'll love him, and he'll love you, 
To Life's laſt Moment, dearly ; 

And you'll love him, and hell love you, 
To Life's lat Moment, dearly, 

To Life's laſt Moment, dearly. 


SONG CCXXI. 

EASE, Cupid, ceaſe thy fond Alarms, 
For I am ſafe from future Harms; 

My Heart, once free, ſhall ne'er again 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, | 
Or feel Love's Pleaſure, or its Pain : 
No; from this Day, this very Hour, 
I rurn a Rebel to thy Pow'ir; 
Since Truth and Honour cannot move, 
What, what have I to do with Love? 


What, what have I to do with Love? AN 
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Ivmph more fair I ne'er ſnall find | in defert Plains, and Foreſts rude, 


n lovely, faithleſs Roſalind. 11 court my MiPreſs, Solitude: 
arty ye Swalns, nor truſt your Eyes; | No more ſhall t.chlefG Woman's Art 
Wretch who gazes, ſurely dies: | in'rare my fond belicving Heart; 


Swain could vie in Bliſs with me; {| Like Nature's Son, at large I'll rove, 


[Nymph e'er ſeem'd more fond than ſhe, 
bo vow'd by each dread Pow'r above; 
en what had I to do, but love? 

en what, Oc. 


hen ſhe found IT hugg'd my Chain, 
r wiſh'd for Liberty again, 
bid me all my Hopes give o'er, 

W think of her and Love no more: 
chen, if ſhe no longer deign _ 
hear my Vows, or ſoothe my Pain; 
Pe no more my Verſe approve, 

Pat, what have I to do with Love? 
hat, what, Oc. 


þcctorth adieu, ye treach'rous Fair; 
dcenes far diſtant I'll repair; 


nd have no more to do with Love, 
Aid have no more to do with Love. 


SONG CCCXXIL 


A SSIST me, all ye tuneful Nine, 
With Numbers ſoft and witty , 
To Bel I inſcribe the Line, - 
Then raiſe my humble Dirty : 
To Beſjy I inſcribe the Line, 

Then raiſe my humble Dirty. 
Catch, catch, ye Groves, the am'rous Song; 
And, as ye waft the Sound along, 
Attend, ye liſt'ning ſylvan Throng, 

To praiſe my charming Beſy, 

My lovely, charming Beſy. 


. | ” Let 
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Let others ſing the cruel Fair, 
W ho glorics in Undoing, 
And proudly bids the Wretch deſpair, 
Rcjvicing in his Ruin, 
And proudly, &c. 
Such havghty Tyrants I deteſt; 
And let me ſcorn them, while I reſt 
Upon thy gently-ſwelling Breaſt, 
My lovely, charming Be). 
My lovely, &c. 


The Roſe I'll pluck to deck her Head, 
The Vi'let and the Panſy; 

The Cowſlip too ſhall quit the Mead, 
To aid my am'rous Fancy; 

The Cowſlip, & c. 

Ye fragrant Siſters of the Spring, 

Who ſhed your Sweets on Zephyr's Wing, 

Around my Fair your Odours fling, 
Around my charming Beſy, 
Around, C&#c, | 
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Wen Ev'ning dapples o'er the Skies, 
Tuc Sun no longer burning, 
Methinks I ſee before my Eyes 
Thy well-known Form returning, 
On Hill or Dale, by Wood or Stream, 
Thou art alone my conſtant Theme, 
My waking Wiſh, my Morning Dream, 8. 
Thou lovely, charming B/, . 
Thou lovely, charming Beſſy. bo” 


SONG CCCXXIIL. 4 

N 
V'RY Nymph and Shepherd, bring N 
Tributes to the Queen of ay; 0 

Kitle for her Brows the Spring; = 7 
Make her as the Seaſon gay, 8 


Meke her as the Seaſon gay. 


Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour; : 
Teach her then, from ev'ry Flow'r, 


How to uſe the fleeting Hour, 
How to uſe the fleeting Hour, 


& the fair Narciſſus blos, 
With his Sweetr.eſs now delights ; 
his Side, the Maiden Roſe | 
With her artleſs Bluſh invites, 
With her, Ec. | 

Ih, ſo fragrant, and ſo gay, 

Ihe blooming Queen of Jay ; 
ach, ſo fragrant, Oc. 


ben the fair Narciſſus dies, | 
oon he droops his languid Head; 
bi the Roſe her Purple flies, 
None inviting to her Bed, | 
None, . 

eh, tho' now fo ſweet and gay, 
on ſhall be the Queen of Jay ; 
Such, tho" now, Oc. 


o' thou art a rural Queen, 

By the Suffrage of the Swains, 
Ruty, like the vernal Green, 

In thy Shrine not long remains, 
In thy Shrine not long remains. 


Collection of Favourite New Songs, : 
{| Bleſs then, quickly, bleſs the Youth, 


Who deſerves thy Love and Truth; 
Bleſs then, quickly, bleſs the Youth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and 'Truth, 
Who deſerves thy Love and Truth. 


3 SONG Cee XIV. 
| > the dew-beſprinkled Roſe ; 
By the Blackbird piping clear; 
By the weſtern Gale, that blows 
Fragrance on the vernal Year; 
1 Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain : 
Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
Nor let him longer ſigh in vain. 
By the Cowſlip, clad in Gold 
By the ſilver Lily's Light; 
By thoſe Meads, where you behold, 
Nature rob'd in Green and White; 
| Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 
And to his Sighs, oh! ſigh again: 
| Hear, E&P. | 
Sk 
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By the Riv'let's rambling Race ; 

By the Muſic that it makes 

By bright Sols inverted Face, 
Who for the Stream his Sky forſakes, 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

And into Joy convert his Pain: 

Hear, Amanda, hear thy Swain, 

And into Joy convert his Pain. 


SONG Cccxxv. 
PHT LAN DER and STIL VIA. 


Phil. W 
I'll leave my Fleck to frolic free, 
And tune my Pipe alone for thee, 


And tune my Pipe alone for thee. 


What if thy Flock ſhould leave the Plain, 
While Tray is ſleeping by my Swain? 
Would'f thou not think the Minutes dear, 
And rail at me that kept thee here ? 

And rail, Oc. 


Sylvia. 
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HILE Bloſſoms deck each verdantSpray, | 
And Flora breathes the Sweets of May, 


8 


Phil. Firſt ſhall the Lark forget his Note, 
The Linner ſtop his liquid Throat. 

Sylvia. So oft you game, ſome Shepherds ſay, 
And only jeſt, when you betray, 
And only, Ec. 


Deck but your Song with Truth alone, 
My Virgin Heart ſhall be your own. 
The Turtle ſhall forſake his Love, 
Ere I to thee inconſtant prove, 


Ere I, Se. 


When Beauty opens all her Charms, K 
And Honour flies to Beauty's Arms, * 

Sweet Peace and Love take up their Cron 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne, I 
And Virtue then aſcends her Throne, 


00 


1 


SONG CCCXXVI. 

EE the conquering Hero comes, 
Sound the Trumpet, beat the Drums; 4 | 

| Sports prepare, the Laurel bring, * 


| Songs of Triumph to him fog. 


Ine godlike Youth advance, 

Je the Flutes, and lead the Dance; 
le Wreaths and Roſes rwine, 

&ck the Hero's Brow divine. 


KH 

4 SONG CCCXXVIL 

I] THERE the Jeſſamine ſweetens the Bow'r, 

| And Cowflips adorn the gay Green, 

4 e Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 

Contribute to brighten the Scene; 

The Roſes, refreſh'd by the Show'r, 
Contribute to brighten the Scene. 

ly 2 Cortage, retir'd, there live 

Young Colin, and Pyhœbe the Fair; 

We Bleſſings each other receive, 

In mutual Enjoy ments they ſnare; 

Td: Bleſſings each other receive, 

In mutual Enjoyments they ſhare. 


Wthe Lads and the Laſſes that dwell on the Plain, 
I n Praiſe of fair Phœbe, and Colin her Swain, 


| 
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The Sweets of Contentment ſupply - 
The Splendor and Grandeur of Pride; 
No Wants can the Shepherd annoy, 
While bleſt with his beautiful Bride; | Ke 
No Wants, &#c. 5 . 
He withes no greater Delight 12 
Than to tend on his Lambkins by Day, 
And return to his Phœbe at Night, 
His innocent Toil to repay; _ 
And return, c. 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes, in Hopes to prevail, 1 
They're as conſtant as Colin, who lives in the Dale. . 


If delighted her Lover appears, 
The Fair Ohe partakes of his Blils : 
If dejected, ſhe ſoothes all his Cares, 
And heals all his Pains with a Kiſs ; 
If dejected, c. 


__ She deſpiſes the artful Deceit, 


That is practis'd in City and Court; 
Thinks Happincſs no where complete, 


Bat where Shepherds and Nymphs do reſort ; 
Thinks Happineſs, Ec. | | 


And 


200 
And the Lads tell the Laſſes they die in Deſpair, 
Unleis they're as kind as Phœbe the Fair, 


Ye Youths, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 


9 „ 


And each innocent Fair One betray, Y * 0 | 
TILL 


No longer be faithleſs in Love, 


4 7 3 | f 
The Dictstes of Honour obey ; | { 5 ), | 
No longer be faithleſs in Love, e "Be Oo | 


The Dictates of Honour obey : 5 >< 


Ye Nymphs, who with Beauty are bleſt, 
With Vircue improve ev'ry Grace; 
The Charms of the Mind, when poſſeſt, 
Will dignify thoſe of the Face, 1 5 
And, v Lads and ye Laſſes, whom Hymen has join'd, 
Like Colin, be conſtant; like Phœbe, be kind. 


SONG CCCXXVIII. 


0 Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn? 


Thy Preſence cou'd caſe me, 

Wen naething can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the Bank of the Burn, 
Or throw the Wood, Laddie, until thou return. 
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| 


| When throw the Wood, Laddie, I wander my fi 1 


|| While Lotharia keeps away? 


| Wha's living in Languor, till that happy Day, Wi 


Tho' Woods now are bonny, and Mornings are c 
While Lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And Primroſes ſpringing, | 

Yet nane of them pleaſes mine Eye or mine Eat, 

When throw the Wood, Laddie, ye dinna appen 

Thar I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell ; 4 
I'm faſh'd wi” their Scorning, 

| Baith Ev'ning and Morning, 

Their Jcering goes aft to my Heart wi' a Knell, 


Then ſtay, my dear Sacpney, nae longer away, 
But quick as an Arrow, 
Haſte here to thy Marrow, 


When throw the Wood, Laddie, we'll dance, 
„ and play. | | 
S ONG CCCXXIX. 
AINLY now ye ſtrive to charm me, 


All ye Sweets of blooming May; 
How ſhould empty Sunſhine warm me, 


We warbling Birds, go leave me; 
ae, ye Clouds, the ſmiling Sky; 
ger Notes her Voice can give me, 
ier Sunſhine fills her Eye. 


. SONG CCCXX X. 
AO, tuneful Bird, that glads the Skies, 
To Daphne's Window ſpeed thy Way, 
chere on quiv'ring Pinions riſe, 

a there thy vocal Art diſplay. 


it ſhe deign thy Notes to hear, 

Wd it ſhe praiſe thy Matin Song; 
Ther the Sounds that ſooth her Ear, 
Damon's native Plains belong. 


2 
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Ther, in livelier Plumes array d, 

pe Bird from Indian Groves may ſhine ; 
Pk the lovely, partial Maid, 

hat are his Notes, compar'd to thine ? 


did her treat yon witleſs Beau, 

d all his flaunting Race, with Scorn, 
lend an Ear to Damon's Woe, 

ho ſings her Praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
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SONG cccxxxI. 


HEN Youth mature, to Manhood grew, 
Soon Beauty touch'd my Heart; 
From Vein to Vein Love's Lightning flew, 
With pleaſing, painful Smart: 
My Boſom dear Content forſook, 
And ſooth'd the ſoft Dejection; 
The melting Eye, the ſpeaking Look, 
Prov'd Love and ſweet Affection. 


Unus'd to Arts which win the Fair, 


What could a Shepherd do? 


And to ſubmit to ſad Deſpair, 


Was not the Way to woo. 
At length I told the lovely Maid, 
1 hop'd ſhe'd no Ohijection | 


To talk (while round her Lambkins play'd) 
Of Love and ſweet Affection. 


A Bluſh my Chloe's Cheek bedeck'd, 

A Bluſh devoid of Guile, 5 

6 And what from me can you expect: 
She anſwer d with a Smile. 


* 5 * 


i, 4 
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« How many Nymphs have been betray d, | 
« Through Want of calm Reflexion ! Haunt of warbling Philomel !; 

« Then don't my Peace of Mind invade | W here, unſeen of Man, you lie, 
«With Love and ſweet Affection.“ | | Queen of woodland Harmony. 


RECITATIVE. 
Liften, Nymph divine, and learn 
Strains to make Narciſſus burn; 
Hark! the heav'nly Song begins; 
Air, be till ; breathe ſoft, ye Winds; 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd Choir, 


From the filent moſs-grown Cell, 


| 


Dear Maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In Wedlock's Bands let's join; 

My Kids, my Kine, my Herds, my Coty 
My Soul iticif is thine. = 

To Church I led the charming Fairy 
To Hymen's kind Protection; 


And now Lif-'s deareſt Joys we ſhare, While Dione ſtrikes the Lyre. 


With Love and ſweet Affection. 
SO NG CCCXXXIL 
AIR. 
Avghter ſweet of Voice and Air, 
| Gentle Echo, haſte thee here; 
From the Vale, where all around 
Rocks to Rocks return the Sound ; 


From the ſwelling Surge that roars 
'Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten Shores; 


CS: 
See, each Eye, each raviſh'd Ear, 
Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear ; 
All around Enchantment reigns, ” 
Such the Magic of her Strains ; 
Strains which, if thou canſt but learn, 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 


RECITATIVE. 
Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate Heart to Love; 


ow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
ow her enchanting Air. 
5 . 
rn her Eaſe, and Elegance 
Motion, in the airy Dance; 
rn the Grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
o' the light fantaltic Maze: 
| a thouſand Charms untold, 
uid Narciſſus ſtil! be cold; 


rms, the leaſt of which would move 
obdurate Heart to Love. 


SONG CCCXXXIII. 


H woule't thou know what ſacred Charms 
| This deſtin'd Heart of mine alarms, 

at kind of Nymph the Heav'ns decree, 
Maid that's made for Love and me; 


0 joys to hear the Sigh ſincere, 
bo melts to ſee the tender Tear, 
m each ungen'rous Paſſion free; 
ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 


A ColleGion of Favourite New Songs. 


Whoſe Heart with gen'rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Bleſſings ſhe beſtows, 

Gentle to all, bur kind tome; 

Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 


| Whoſe imple Thoughts, devoid of Art, 


Are all the Natives of her Heart ; 
A gentle Train from Falſhood free ; 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made tor me. 


| Avaunt! ye light Coquets, retire, 


Where flatt'ring Fops around admire ; 
Unmov'd your tinſel'd Charms I fee; 
More genuine Beauties are for me. 


SO NG -CCOCXXITY. 


THE Mind of a Woman can never be known, 

You never can gueſs it aright : 

111 tell you the Reaſon—ſhe knows not her own, 

It changes ſo often e er Night. | 
"T would puzzle Apollo, 
Her Whimſies to follow, 
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His Oracle would be a Jeſt : 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, 
Then quickly you'll find, 
She'll change with the Wind ; 
And often abuſes, | 
The Man that ſhe chooſes ; 
And when ſhe refuſes, 

Likes beſt. 


SONG Cecxxxv. 
HAT a Blockhead is he that's afraid to di 


poor! | 


We came into the World with our Skins and no more: 


So the Matter is plain, he that worſhips his Pelf, 
Is a Thiet ro Mankind, and a Dupe to himſelf. 


III have Women and Wine, I'll haveHorſes andHounds, | 
And my Taſte in all Shapes ſhall be rul'd by no Bounds : | 


Yor the Matter is plain, Sc. 


"Tis a Smatch of them all muſt afford the true Joy, 
In an Olio of Sports that the Heart cannot cloj : 
For the Matter is plain, &c, 


A Collection of Favourite New Songs. 


| 


If a Miſer you prove, the whole World wiſh you! 

And your Wife and your Son pluck the Prop 
your Head : | 

So the Matter is plain, & c. Foo 


Let me live then thro' Life, well-belov'd and at 
My Caſh ſhall provide me whatever I pleaſe: ad 
For the Matter is plain, he that worſhips his Pe 
Is a Thief to Mankind, and a Dupe to himſelf. . 


SONG CCCXXAVI. 
HE golden Radiance of the Sun, 
Mild glancing thro' the cedar Bowers, 
Renews the Glories of the Day : 
The beautious Scene's again begun, 
Which Nature freſhens and empow'rs, 
Aud ev'ry Bird exalts his Lay, 


Sweet is the Prime of florid June, 
Sweet are the Meadows as they ſmile, 
And ſweet the rural Minftrei's Song; 
But ſweeter is the Mind in Tune; 
Sweeter the Heart unknown to Guile, 
And ſweeter where the Virtues A.” 0 


A Colleflion of Far 


u 


0p SONG CCCXXXVII 


Ou've ſure forgot dear Mother mine, 


al Nen Vows were offer'd at your Shrine, 

nd Levers dropt on bended Knee: 

en you cou'd ſing, and dance, and play 
December treads on May. 


* 
Nö 


old Dame Nature's fav'rite Blow, 
he rich Jonquil, the bluſhing Roſe, 
ſhort a Date their Beauties know, 
urrounded by a thouſand Foes 
Time decrees their full Decay, 

d harſh December treads on May. 


e whole Creation owns this Truth; 
Then why ſhou'd wrinkled Brows exact 

e Mode, ſevere on blooming Youth, 

by which themſelves cou'd never act? 

e Blood that's warm will have its Way, 
o ſoon December treads on May. 


When you was once as biithe as me; 


| 
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Come ſport and frolic free with me, 


The Laws of Love—all ſhould obey, 


Then, Swains, with Tabor, Pipe, and Glee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim Care deride ; 


in ſpite of Age, and prudiſh Pride: 


Before December treads on May. 


SONG CCCXXY VII. 
M Dog and my Miſtreſs are both of a Kind, 


As fickle as Fancy, inconſtent as Wind; 
My Dog follows ev'ry ſtrange Heel in the Streets, 
And my Miſtreſs as fond of each Fellow ſhe meets. 
Yer, in ſpire of her Arts, I'll not make the leaſt Strife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' Life. 


| Go Miſs where ſhe will, and whenever ſhe pleaſe, 
Her Conduct ſhall ne'er my Philoſophy teaze; 

Her Freedom ſhall never embitter my Glee, 

One Woman's the ſame as another to me. | 
So, in ſpite of her Airs, I'll not make the leaſt Strife 
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1 laugh at the Wretchcs who ſtupidly pine 

For talſe-hearted Gipleys they title divine; 

At worlt of my Leve- fits no Phylic 1 ak, 

But that which is found in the Bowl or the Flask. 

For go Things bow they will, I'll not make the leaſt 
| Strife, 

But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' Life. 


The Girl that behaves with Good- humour and Senſe, 
Shall fill to my Heart have the warmeſt Pretence; 
And for rhoſe that would jilt me, deceive, and betray, 
In honeſter Bumpers I'll waſh them away. 

"Tis my final Reſolve, not to make the leaſt Strife, 
But be cherry, and merry, and happy thro' Life. 


SONG CCCXXXIX. 
NCE more I'll tune the vocal Shell, 
9 To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 
A Flame which Time can never quell, 
But burns for thee, my Peggy: 
You, greater Bards, the Lyre ſhould hit: 
For ſay, what Subject is more fit, 15 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit 
And Bloom of lovely Peggy ? 


ö 


II ſtole a Kiſs the other Day, 


Culledtian of Favourite New Songs. 


The Sun firſt riſing in the Morn, 1 
That paints the dew-beſprinkled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 
And when in Jhetis' Lap to reſt, 
He ftreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the Vi'let blows, 

Or breathes upon the damask Roſe, 

Ic does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 


And (truſt me) nought but Truth I ſay, 
The Fragrance of the blooming Hay 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic Weed, | 
With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten Reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: 


or! 

z 
* 
26 

* 


A 


|" her a Cottage would delight; 
IP; happy. when ſhe's in my Sight ; 
when ſhe's gone, *ris endleſs Night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


Phile Bees from Flow'r to Flow'r till rove, 
94 Linnets warble thro' the Grove, 

I ſtatcly Swans the Waters love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy: 

Ind when Death, with his pointed Dirt, 
Pall ſtrike the Blow that rives my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be when I depart, 

Adieu, my lovely Peggy! 


SONG CCCXL. 


'ER Moorlands and Mountains, 
v and bare, 
| As wilder'd and wearied I roam, 
gentle young Shepherdeſs ſees my Deſpair, 
| And leads me oer Lawns to her Home; 


rude, barren, 


Collection of Fato 


Her Caſement ſweer Woodbines crept wantonly round, 
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Yellow Sheaves, from 
crown'd, 

Green Ruſhes were ſtrew'd on the Floor; 
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rich Ceres, her Cottage had 


And deck'd the ſod Seats at her Door. 


We ſat ourſelves down to a cooling Repaſt, 
Freſh Fruits, and ſhe cull'd me the beſt; 

Whilſt thrown from my Guard, by ſome Glances ſhe 
Love lily ſtole into my Breaſt. 


3 my ſoft Wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply'd, 


(Ye Virgins, her Voice was divine) | 
L's rich Ones rejected, and great Ones deny'd ; 
Let take me, fond Shepherd, I'm thine. 


| Her Air was ſo modeſt, her Aſpect ſo meek, 


So ſimple, yet ſweet were her Charms; 
[ kiſs'd the ripe Roſes that glow'd on her Cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd Maid in my Arms. 
Now jocund together we tend a few Sheep, 

And if on the Banks, by the Stream, | 
Reciin'd on her Boſom ] fink into Sleep, 


| Her Image ſtill ſoftens my Dream. 
N Together 


% 
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Together we range o'er the ſlow-riſing Hills, 
Delignted with paſtoral Views; 

Or reſt on the Rock where the Streamlet diftils, 
And mark out new Themes for my Muſe. 

To Pomp, or pround Titles, ſhe ne'er did aſpire, 
The Damſel's of humble Deſcent ; 

The Corrager Peace, is well known for her Sire, 

And Shepherds have nam'd her Content. 


SONG CCCXLL. 
HE blitheſt Bird that ſings in May, 


Was ne'er more blithe, was ne'er more gay, 


Than I, ah well-a-day ! | 
Than I, ah well-a-day! 
Ere Colin yet had learn'd to ſigh, 
Or I to 755 the Reaſon why, 
Oh! Love, ah well-a-day! 
Oh! Love, ah well-a-day! 


We kiſs'd, we toy'd, we neither knew 
From whence theſe fond Endearments grew, 
Till he, ah well-a-day ! 
»Till he, Oc. 5 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 


By Time and other Swains made wiſe 
Began to talk of Hearts and Eyes, 
And Love, ah well-a-day ! 
And Love, c. | 


Kind Nature now took Colin's Part; 
My Eyes inform'd againft my Heart: 

My Heart, ah well-a-day ! 

My Heart, Sc. | 
Strait glow'd with thrilling Sympathy 
And echo'd back each gentle Sigh, 

Each Sigh, ah well-a-day ! 

Each Sigh, &c. 


Can Love, alas! by Words be won? 


He ask'd a Proof, a tender one, 
While I, ah well-a-day ! 
While I, ah well-a-day ! 

In Silence bluſh'd a fond Reply: 

Can ſhe who truly loves deny! 
Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 

Ah, no, ah well-a-day ! 
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S:O:N.6--.CCCXLIT, 


Fi) Woman her Envy can ſmother, 

Tho! ever ſo vain of her Charms; 

If a Beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 8 
The Pride of her Heart it alarms. 


New Conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her Power grows leſs ; 
Her poor little Heart is fill aching 
At Sight of another's Succeſs, 


| But Nature deſign'd, in Love to Mankind, 
{Thar different Beauties ſhou'd move, 


Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign 


Sole Monarch in Empire of Love. 


Then learn to be wiſe, new Triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave ro your Neighbours their Due ; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by Degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two; 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


Let fleecy Flocks the Hills adorn, 


| The wanton Kid, in gameſome Round, 


| Beneath the Oak, in yonder Vale, 


. 3 And Choice ſucceeded Choice, 


1 SONG CCCXLl. 


0 Lovely Peace! with Plenty crown'd, 
Come ſpread thy Bleſſings all around ; 


And Valleys ſmile with wavy Corn : 
Let the ſhrill Trumpet ceaſe, nor other Sound, 
| But Nature's Songſters, wake the chearful Morn, 


SONG CCCXLIV. 
OUNG Colin was the bonnieſt Swain, 
That ever pip'd on flow'ry Plain, 
Or danc'd upon the Lee: 


That frolicks oer the flow'ry Ground, 
Was not ſo blithe as he. 


Vou'd think you heard the Nightingale, 

| Whene'er he rais'd his Voice: 
Bur, ah! the Youth was all Deceit ; 

His Vows, his Oaths, were all a Chear, 
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The Maidens ſang, in Willow Groves, 
Of Colin's falſe and perjur'd Loves; 
Here Jenny told her Woes ; 


And Mogey's Tears increas'd the Brook, 


Whoſe Checks like dying Lillies look, 
That once cut-bluſh'd the Roſe. 


Unhappy Fair, my Words believe, 

So ſhall no Swain your Hopes deceive, 
And leave you to deſpair : 

Fre he diſcloſe his fickle Mind, 

Change firſt yourſelves, for, ah! you'll find 
Falſe Colins every where. 


SONG CCCXLV. 


\O, lovely Roſe, tell her that waſtes her Time 
| 


and me, Ho 
That now ſhe knows, when I reſcmble her to thee, 
How ſweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be, 


Tell her that's young, and ſhuns to have her Graces | 
ſpy'd, HERD Ea 

That _ thou ſprung in Deſerts, where no Men 
abide, 

Thou muſt have uncommended dy d. 


Bid her come forth, ſuffer herſelf to be deſir'd, 


| That are ſo wond'rous ſweet and fair. 


| Newts and Blind-worms, do no Wrong, 


Bing in your ſweet Lullaby, 


| Beetles black, approach not near; 


Small is the Worth of Beauty, from the Light retir 


And not bluſh ſo to be admir'd. 


Then die, that ſhe the common Fate of all Things rate 
May read in thee ; how ſmall a Part of Time they 
ſhare, | | 


SONG CCCXLVI.. 


OU ſpotted Snakes, with double Tongue, 
Thorny Hedge-Hogs, be not ſeen, 


Come not near the fairy Queen. 
Philomel, with Melody, 


— — — — 


Neither Harm, nor Spell, nor Charm, 
Come the Fairy's Pillow nigh, 
So good Night with Lullaby, 


Weaving Spiders, come not here; 
Hence, ye long-legg'd Spinners, hence; 


Worm nor Snail, do no Offence. 
Philomel, with Melody, | 
Sing in your ſweet, &c. | SONG 


SONG CCCXLVII. 
OUNG Strephon, a Shepherd, the Pride of the 
Plain, | | 
te ch Day is attempting my Kindneſs to gain: 
e takes all Occaſions his Flame to renew; 
always reply, that his Courting won't do. 


e ſpares no rich Preſents to make me more kind, 
nd exhauſts in my Praiſe all the Wit of his Mind: 
I ay I'm engag'd, and I with him to go; 

e asks me ſo oft, till I rudely ſay No. 


To Thyrſes, laſt Valentine's-Day, the dear Youth, 

| rell him I plighted my Faith and my Truth; | 
That Wealth cannor Peace and Contentment beſtow, 
And my Heart is another's—ſo beg he will go: 


That Love is not purchas'd with Titles and Gold, 
And the Heart that is honeſt can never be fold; 


And to Thyrſis muſt haſten, nor anſwer him No. 


Fe hears me, and, trembling all over, replics, 
It his Suit I prefer not, he inſtantly dies: 


A ColleSion of Favourite New Songs. 


That I ſigh not forGrandeur, but look down on Show; 
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He gives me his Hand, and would force me to go; 
I picy his Suff rings, but boldly ſay No. 

I try to avoid him in Hopes of ſweet Peace; 

He haunts me each Moment to make me ſay Yes: 


| Bur To-morrow, ye Fair Ones, with Thyrſis I go; 


And truſt me, at Church, that I will not ſay No. 


SONG CCCXLYUT. 


AIR is the Swan, the Ermine white, 
And fair the Lily of the Vale; 

The Moon, reſplendent Queen of Night, 

And Snows that drive before the Gale: 


In Fairneſs theſe the reſt excel, 


But fairer is my Iſabel. 


Sweet is the Vi'let, ſweet the Roſe, | 
And ſweet the Morning Breath of May; 
Carnations rich their Sweets diſcloſe, 
And ſweet the winding Woodbines ſtray : 
In Sweerneſs theſe the reſt excel; 


But ſweeter is my {ſabel, Conſtant 
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And am' rous they the Sparrow call; 


Fond is the Sky-Lark of his Love, 


And fond the feather'd Lovers all: 
In Fondneſs theſe the reſt excel, 
But fonder I of Iſabel. 


SONG CCCXLIX. 


OUNG Krepbon long doated on Phæbe the Fair, 

W hoſeHeart of his Anguiſh did ſecretly ſhare; 
ut fearing his Paſſion wou'd changeable prove, 
She prudently check'd the ſoft Dictates ot Love. 


The Beauties you fancy, the Fair One wou'd ſay, 
Are Charms of a Moment, and doom'd to Decay: 


Love founded ſo ſlightly can never prove true; 


The Bloom diſappearing, the Paſſion dies too. 


O wrong not your Beauty, reply'd the fond Swain; 
Its laſting Impreſſion will ever remain: 

Tho' Age, like the Winter, may blaſt thy fair Prime, 
Yer Virtue, till blooming, gains Vigour by Time. 


| A Collection of Favourite New Songs. 
Conſtant the Poets call the Dove, 


TheStrength of my Eyes with your Charms will decline, Wa 
| Nor gaze at a Face that 1s younger than thine ; icl 

W hile this faithful Heart, ever true to my Vow, i 
Preſerves thy dear Image, as bright as "tis now. a 


Then baniſh, dear Phœbe, each Doubt and each Fear, 
That make fancy'd Evils like real appear; 
The ſwifr-flying Moments with Ardour improve, 
And grant the Reward that is due to my Love. 


Kind Phæbe aſſenting believ'd the fond Youth, 
Who prov'd that his Paſſion was founded on Truth; 
And, tho' envious Age may her Beauty impair, 
Her Virtue and Honour will ever be fair. 


.& Q:N Q- CCC. 
N Pleaſure's ſmooth Wings, how old Time ficals 
away, 5 
And Love's fatal Flame leads the Shepherd aſtray! 
My Days, O ye Swains! were a Round of Delight, 
From the Cool of the Morn to the Stillneſs of Night: 
No Care found a Place in my Cottage, or Breaſt; 
But Health and Content all the Year was my Gueft. 


"Twas 


ras then no fair Phillis my Heart cou'd enſnare 
ih Voice or with Feature, with Dreſs or with Air: 
kindly young Cupid had pointed the Dart, 

bat I gather'd the Sweets, but I miſs'd of the Smart: 
y'd for a while, then I rov'd like a Bee; 

Ic till all my Song was, © I'll ever be free.“ 


vas then ev'ry Object freſh Raptures did yield: 

[1 firay'd thro' rhe Garden, or travers'd the Field, 

tn chouſand gay Scenes were diſplay'd to my Sight: 
the Nightingale ſung, I could liften all Night; 

[ith myReed J could pipe to the Tune of the Stream, 
bd wake to new Life from a rapturous Dream. 


„ now, fince for Hebe in Secret I ſigh, 

3s! what a Change! and how wretched am I! 

gien to the Charms of the Valley and Glade; 
heir Sweets now all ſicken, their Colours all fade; 
o Muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's Strain, 1 
d the Brook o'er the Pebbles now murmurs in vain. 


hey ſay that ſhe's kind, but no Kindneſs I ſee 
others ſhe ſmiles, bur ſhe frowns upon me : 

en teach me, bright Venus, Perſuaſion's ſoft Art, 

aid me, by Reaſon, to ranſom my Heart; 
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To crown my Deſire, or to baniſh my Pain, l 
| Give Love to the Nymph, or give Eaſe to the Swain. 


SONG CCCLE 
INE Summer Eve, as Nancy Fair 
Sat ſpinning in the Shade, : 
W hile ſoaring Sky-Larks ſhook the Air 
In warbling o'er her Head; 
In tender Cooes the Pigeons woo'd ; 
(Love's Impulſe all muſt feel) 
She ſung, but ſtill her Work purſu'd, 
And turn'd her Spinning-W heel. 


c While thus J work with Rock and Reel 5 
« So Life by Time is ſpun; : 
ee And as runs round my Spinning- Wheel, 
“ The World turns up and down: 
« Some rich To-day, To-morrow low, 
« While I no Changes feel, 
But get my Bread by Sweat of Brow, 
« And turn my Spinning-W heel. 
« From me let Men and Women too 
“ This home-ſpun Leſſon learn, 


„Not mind what other People do, 
Hut eat the Bread they earn: 


. 
» 
4 
4 
* 
F bo 
: 
, 
= - 
, 
+ 
171 
4 
RS 
. 
* 
: 
« 
* 
# 
4* 
6 
43 
! 
#4 
ty " 
# 
= 
* 
3 
} 
1 - 
5 
\ ' 
. f 
1 
1 
'Y 
= © 
1 


214 A Culladion of Fa 


« Tf none were fed, were that to be, 
« But what deſerv'd a Meal, 

« Some Ladies then, as well as me, 
« Muſt turn the Spinning-Wheel.” 


The rural Toaſt, with ſweeteſt Tone, 

Thus ſung her witleſs Strain, 

When o'er the Lawn limp'd Gammer Joan, 
And brought Home Nancy's Swain: 

« Come," cries the Dame, Nance, here's thy Spouſe; 
« Away throw Rock and Reel:* 

Blithe Nancy with the bonny News 
O'er-ſet her Spinning-Wheel. 


| SONG CCCLII. 
Seek my Shepherd gone aftray ; 
] He left our Cot the other Day: 
ell me, ye gentle Nymphs and Swains, 
Paſs'd the dear Rebel through your Plains? 
Oh ! whither, whither, muſt I roam, 
To find and charm the Wand'rer Home? 


Sports he upon the ſhaven Green, 
Or joys he in the Mountain Scene? 


Vourite New Songs. 


- _—— —— 


Leads he his Flocks along the Mead, 

Or does he ſeek the cooler Shade? 
Oh! teach a wretched Nymph the Way 
To find her Lover gone aftray. 


To paint, ye Maids, my truant Swain; 

A manly Softneſs crowns his Mien ; 

Adonis was not half ſo fair; 

And when he talks, tis Heav'n to hear! 
But, oh! the ſoothing Poiſon ſhun ; 

To liſten, is to be undone, 


Joo fondly loving to be wiſe, 


Who gave my Heart an eaſy Prize, 
And when he tun'd his Syren Voice, 


| Lilten'd, and was undone by Choice. 


But ſated now, he ſhuns the Kiſs 
He counted once his greateſt Bliſs ; 


| Whit I with fiercer Paſſions burn, 


And pant and die for his Return. 
Oh ! whither, whither, ſhall I rove, 
Again to find my ſtraying Love? 


He'll ſwear no Time ſhall quench his Flame; 
To me the Perjur'd ſwore the ſame; | | 


805 
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SONG CCCLUL With Joy I fly the ſimple Youth, 
OR various Purpolc ſerves the Fan, Who holds me light, or doubts my Truth. 
As thus—a decent Blind, | 

een the Sticks to peep at Man, | Thy Breaft, for Love too wanton grown, 
Kor yet betray your Mind. | | Shall mourn its Peace and Pleaſure flown 
Nor ſhall my Faith reward a Swain, 
th Action has a Meaning plain, Who doubts my Love, or thinks me vain, 
Reſcnutment's in the Snap; . | | - 
Flirt expreſſes ſtrong Diſdain, SONG CCCLYV. 
Fonſent a gentle Tap. - Am married, and happy; with Wonder hear this, 
I Paſſions will the Fan diſcloſe, Ye Rovers and Rakes of the Age, 
In Modes of female Art, Who laugh at the mention of conjugal Bliſs, 
k to Advantage ſweetly ſhews : And who only looſe Pleaſures engage: : 
Fic Hand, if not the Heart. You may Wen: bur, belieye me, youre all in the 
| | | | rong, 

Folly's Sceptre, firſt deſign'd [When you * Marriage deride; | 

dy Love's capricious Boy, 5 For to Marriage the permanent Pleaſures belong, 

o knows how lightly all Mankind 5 And in them we can only confide. 

re goyern'd by a Toy. Las 5 
| nt e Joys which from lawleſs Connections ariſe 
| SONG CCCTIv. Are fugitive - never ſincere ; b 

| = . Nymph of humbler Lot, | Oft ſtolen with Haſte, or ſnatch'd by Surprize, 

o ſhare thy Board and deck thy Cot ; | Interupted by Doubts and by Fear: 
| 5 . . But 
N | 


| 
;# 
N 
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But thoſe which in legal Attachments we find, 


When the Heart is with Innocence pure, 
Is from ev'ry imbitr'ring Reflection reftin'd 
And to Life's lateſt Hour will endure. 


The Love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that Name, 
True Love is with Sentiment join'd ; 

But your's is a Paſſion, a fev'riſh Flame, 

Kais'd without the Conſent of the Mind. 

When dreading Confinement, ye Miſtreſſes hire, 
With this, and with that ye are cloy d; 

Ye are led, and milled, by a flattring falſe Fire, 
And are oft by that Fire deſtroy'd. | 


If you ask me from whence my Felicicy flows, 
My Anſwer is ſhorr—© From a Wife, 


« Who for Cheartulneſs, Senſe, and Good-nature I. 


„ choſe, 
« Which are Beauties that charm us for Life.“ 
To make Home the Seat of perpetual Delight, 
Ev'ry Hour each ſtudies to ſeize; 
And we find ourſtlves happy from Morning to Night 
By our mutual Endeavours to pleaſe. 


— —— ũ : — — — > ———_—_—— 


| 


| SONG CCCLVI. 
| WH late a ſimple ruſtic Laſs, 
I rov'd without Conſtraint, 
A Stream was all my Looking-glaſs, 
And Health my only Paint. 


| The Charms I boaſt, alas ! how few, 


I gave to Nature's Care ; | 
As Vice ne'er ſpoil'd their native Hue, 
They could not want Repair. 


| SO NG CCCLVII. 
HE Sun from the Eaſt tips the Mountains vi 
Gold, 5 
And the Meadows all ſpangled with Dew- drops bee] 


'| How the Lark's early Matin proclaims the new D; 


And the Horn's chearful Summons rebukes our Del 

With the Sports of the Field there's no Pleaſure can 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, folla 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follo 
follow, follow, follow, the Hounds in full Cry, 


Let the Drudge of the Town make Riches his Spo 


And the Slave of the State hunt the Smiles of the Coun 


N 


0 


A Collefinn 
care nor Ambition our Patience annoy, 


lanocence ſtill gives it Reſt to our Joy, 
n the Sports of the Field, &c. 


rkind are all Hunters in various Degree; 

e Pricft hunts a Living, the Lawyer a hee; 
- Doctor a Patient, the Courtier a Place, 
„often, like us, they're flung out with Diſgrace. 
ich the Sports of the Field, &c. ? 


: Cit hunts a Plum, the Soldier hunts Fame ; 
e Poet a Dinner, the Patriot a Name; 

d the artful Coquetre, tho' ſhe ſeems to refuſe, 
tin ſpite of her Airs, ſhe her Lover purſues, 
ih the Sports of the Field, c. No 


the Bold and the Buſy, hunt Glory and Wealth, 

the Bleſſings we ask is the Bleſſing of Health; 

ih Hounds and with Horns, thro' the Woodlands 
to roam, RE 


i theSports of the Field there's no Pleaſure can vie, 
ile jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, follow, the Hounds in full Cry. 


d when tir'd Abroad, find Contentment at Home. 


of Favourite New 


7 7 


| 


No Splendour gilds 


Syngs. 
SONG CCCLVIIL 


HO E. 
F Coſin's tender Love poſle(s'd, 
My Heart is glad, my Spirits bleſs'd; 


His chearful Looks, his Soul ſincere, 


Shall give the Smile, and wipe the Tear. 
CO LIN. 
my homely Scene, 


My Stores are few; my Cottage mean; 
Bur Phæbe's Smile rewards my Pain, 


And Colin is a wealthy Swain. 


BOT H. 


No jealous Thought ſhall ſtain my Breaſt, 


No Fears alarm, no Cares moleſt. 
o 
Pleas'd with the Nymph, my Hopes purſue; 
For ſhe is kind, and ] am true. 
| 5 P H OE B E. 
Pleas'd with the Swain, my Hopes purſue ; 
For he is kind, and I am true. 


U SONG 
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| SONG CCCLAX. 
7 OUNG Jockey he courted ſu cet Moggy fo fair: 
The Lais ſhe was lovely, the Swain debonair; 
They hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with their 


es | 3 
And look d, as all Lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A Fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came to, | SOLD Rn Beauty, Men deicry 


(For Maidens a Decency keep when they woo : ) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a Vow; 


They pannell'd their Dobbins, and rode to the Fair, 
Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd on the Parſon, and by him were wed; 
And Mogey ſhe took her dear Jockey to Bed. j 


They ſtaid there a Week, as the Neighbours all ſay ; 


And none were ſo happy, and gameſome as they: :- 


Then Home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind; 
For Fockey rode on, and left Maggy behind, 


Surpriz'd at this Treatment, ſhe cricd, Gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the Reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 


. - | Still richer in Variety, | 
And Fockey he gave, for a Jointure, his Cow. 


| 


Quoth he, Gooſe, come on] why you now are m Bride : 


And when Volk are wed, they ſet Fooling aſide. 


| 


He took Home his Aoggy, good Conduct to learn, . 

W ho bruſl'd up the Houſe, while he thatch'd the; 
Barn ; . 

They laid in a Stock for the Cares that enſue, 

And now live as Man and Wife uſually do. 


SONG CCCLX. 


— = 


The diſtant Shore, and long to prove, 


The Treaſures of the Land of Love. 


We Women, like weak Indians, ſtand, 
Inviting from our golden Coaſt 

The wand'ring Rovers to our Land; 
But ſhe who trades with them is loſt. 


With humble Vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing unſcen into the Heart ; 

But, by Poſſeſſion ſettled in, 

They quickly act another Part. 


For Beads and Baubles we reſign 

In Ignorance our ſhining Store, 
Diſcover Nature's richeſt Mine, 

And yet the Tyrants will have more. 


Wir, take heed, forbear to try 
Men can court, or you be won; 
Love is but Diſcovery;  _ 
hen that is made, the Pleaſure's done. 


$ONG CCCLXL 


HEN once I with Phillida ſtray d, 
Where Rivers run murmuring by, 

ard the ſoft Vows that ſhe made, 

hat Swain was ſo happy as I? 

Breaſt was a Stranger to Care, 

or my Wealth by her Kiſſes I told; 

ought myſelf richer, by far, 

Than he that had Mountains of Goi3. 


tnow I am poor and undone, = 
Her Vows have prov'd empty and vain , 
e Kiſſes I once thought my own, 

Are beſtow'd on a happier Swain: 

t ceaſe, gentle Shepherd, to deem, 

Her Vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 

ey re as falle as a Midſummer Dream, 

as fickle as Midſummer Dew. 
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Had you frown'd on my Suit, tkro* Deſpair» 


O Phillis, ſo fickle and fair, 
Why did you my Love then approve? 


I ſoon had forgotten to Love: 
You ſmil'd, and your Smiles were ſo ſweet, 


Lou ſpoke, and your Words were ſo kind, 
I could not ſuſpect the Deceit, 


But gave my looſe Sails to the Wind. 


When Tempe ſts the Ocean deform, 
And Billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The Pilot, ſecur'd from the Storm, 


Ne'er ventures his Bark from the Shore; 
As ſoon as ſoft Breezes ariſe, 


And ſmiles the falſe Face of the Sea, 


| His Art he too credulous tries, 
And failing is Ship-wreck'd like me. 


SONG CCCLXIL. 


Fee Hebe I left with a cautions Defign 
To ſcape from her Charms, and to drown em in 


Wine; 
I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 


The Wine in my Head, and ſtill Love in my Heart. 
U z : | repair'd 
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T repair'd to my Reaſon, intreated her Aid, 

W ho paus'd on my Caſe, and each Circumſtance 
weigh'd ; | 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my Prayer, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was Fair. 


That's a Truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught; 
I came for your Counſel, to find out a Fault: 

If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
Too find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my Name. 


W hat Hopes then, alas! of Relief from my Pain, 


While, like Lightning, ſhe darts thro' each throb- 


bing Vein? 1 i 3 1 
My Senſes ſurpriz d, in her Favour took Arms, 
And Reaſon confirms me a Slave to her Charms. 
. SONG CCCLXIII. 
W the Bloom of Spring is gone, 
And Nature feels Decay; 
Tho“ Winter now her Garb puts on, 
And caſts a Gloom on Day: 
Tho' filent ſtands the lazy Hill, 
And mute the ſylvan Throng; 
Yer Fanny's Charms, unfading Riills 
Shall flouriſh in my Song. 


þ 


Tho' now no more on ſunny Plains, 
The Shepherds tend their Care, 
And each, in emulating Strains, 
Forgets to praiſe his Fair; 
Tho' unfrequented ev'ry Shade, 
That catch'd the vernal Breeze, 
Yet Fanny's Smiles (enchanting Maid!) 
Can charm me more than theſe. 


When Spring, in varied Beauty dreſt, 
Does all its Sweets diſcloſe, | 
Compare the Lily to her Breaſt, 
And to her Lips the Roſe: | 
Her Breaſt the Lily's White outvies, 
Tho' whiteſt of the Vale, | 
And to her Lips (in Damon's Eves) 
The reddeſt Roſe looks pale. 


No more ſhall Flow'rs bedeck the Meads, 
Or Birds frequent the Spray; 

Or Larks forſake their dewy Beds, 
And hail the dawning Day: 

No more on yonder Mountain's Brow 
Shall bleating Lambkins rove, 

d ſhe no more prove fair or true 


An 
W 


hen I forget to love. 


8 OY 
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SONG CCCLAXIV. 
Purſuit of ſome Lambs from my Flocks that have 
ſtray d, | - 

ne Morning I rang'd o'er the Plain; 
alas! after all my Reſearches were made, 


perceiy'd that my Labour was vain. 
ength growing hopeleſs my Lambs to reſtore, 
reſoly'd to return back again; 


35 uſeleſs, I thought, to ſeek after them more, 
ince J found that my Labour was vain. 


this my Return, pretty Phœbe I ſaw, 

and to love her I could not refrain; | 
ſolicit a Kiſs, I approach'd her with Awe, 
ut ſhe told me my Labour was vain. 


, Pheebe, I cried, to my Suit lend an Ear, 
ind let me no longer complain: 
reply'd, with a Frown, and an Aſpect ſevere, 


dung Colin, your Labour's in vain, 


en I eagerly claſp'd her quite cloſe to my Breaſt, 
And kiſs'd her, and kiſs'd her again ;- - 
Clin, ſhe cry'd, if you're rude, I proteſt 

hat your Labour, ſhall till be in vain, 


221 
| At length, by Entreaties, by Kiſſes and Vows, 
Compaſſion ſhe took on my Pain; 
She now has conſented to make me her Spouſe, 
So no longer I labour in vain. 


888 O-N G Ge. 
ON Time my Heart had rov'd, 
Inconſtant as the Wind ; 
Each Girl I faw, I ſwore I lov'd, 
Till one my Heart confin'd, 
Till one my Heart confin'd. 


| The Maid was bliche, was young and fair, 


From Affectation free; 


The Maid was blithe, was young and fair, 
From Affectation free: 


No Imperfection did appear, 


While ſhe look'd kind on me; 


No Imperfection did appear, 


While ſhe look'd kind on me. 


When her my Pain I told, 
And all my Grief confeſs'd, 
The Inſolence of Female Pride 


Her cold, &. 


| Her cold Diſdain expreſs'd, 
"8 Þ | 


The 
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The Beauty I eflcem'd before, 
Appear'd Deformity, 
The Beauty, Oc. 


Each Charm I thought a Charm no more, 


She was unkind to me, 


| Each Charm, &c. 


Forbear, fond Yeuth, no more 
The Sex's Weakneſs ſcan ; 
Twas not Inconſtancy, or Pride, 
But Tryal of the Man, 
But Tryal of the Man: 
When Time had prov'd my Flame ſincere, 
She own'd the ſame to me, 
When Time, Oc. | 
Not Love alone can win the Fair, 
But Love and Conſtancy, 
Not Love, c. 


SONG CCCLxVI, | 
EHOLD, faireſt Phœbe, yon Garden ſo fair, 
So rural the Arbours, ſo pleaſant the Air; 
The Trees how they reclad with a bright lovely Green, 
And Lovers, for Pleaſure, a walking are ſeen, 


er r r On rg : OE — 


| 


! 


* 


See the Meadows and Fields, wich what Beauty th 


row, 

And the clear limpid Streams, uninterruptedly fy 
See the innocent Lambs, how they chearfully ply, 
While their Dams, on the Bank, do a Sun-burniny| 


In the Air hear the Birds, with ſweet warbling Tra 
All chanting their Lays in the ſweeteſt of Notes; 
The Lark in the Morning, as ſoon as it's Light, 
With out- ſtretched Wings, tow'rds the Sky takes h 
Flight. | | ED 


The Cowſlips and Vi'lets adorn the green Banks, 
And pleaſantly grow in irregular Ranks; 
Not à Thing is there wanting to make it look nent, 


But you, my dear Phœbe, to render t complete. 
Suppoſe then, for Pleaſure, we juſt take a Walk 


Around yonder Green, and let Love be our Talk: 
What ſay you, my Fair One? to your Will I reſign 


What pleaſes your Fancy, will likewiſe pleaſe min 


'T wonld ſcorn to be rude ; my Thoughts I'd employ 
To drive away that which I thought would annoy: 


I am plain and fincere, as a Lover ſhould be; 
I hate to be flatter d, and love to be free. SON 


| 
; 
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| SONG CCCLXVIL _ From Beauty and Wit, and Good-humour, how I, k 
HAT Jenny's my Friend, my Delight, and my Should Prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly: ; 
Pride, Thy Bounty, O Fortune, make hafte to beſtow, | 
ways have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide: | And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No; N 
ell on her Praiſes wherever Igo; And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I'll ſay, No. 4 
y ſay I'm in Love, but I anſwer, No, no; | | | 4 
ey ay l'm in Love, but I anſwer, No, no. SONG CCCEXV:H. l 
Ev'ning oft- times, with what Pleaſure I ſee > AINST rhe defiructive Wiles of Man, 5 
Note from her Hand, I'll be wich you at Tea!“ Your Kearts, ye Fair Oacs, guard; | 
Heart how it bounds when I hear her below! Their only Study's to een | 4 
t ſay not tis Love, for I anſwer, No, no, And play a I rickſter's Card: © 2 
. With ſtrange Delight poor Women they light, 3 
"IE : OY | Amuſe, cajole, belie: | 1 
e ſings me a Song, and I echo its Str ain; Hence, Girls! beware look ſharp—take Care; 
an, I cry, Jenny; ſweet Jenny, again: For Men are wond'rous fly. 5 
kißß her ſweet Lips, as if there I could grow; : : 
: ſay not "tis Love, for I anſwer, No, no, That Proteous Man, like him of old, | 
t lay, Oc | A thouſand Forms will take; 
Ss His venal Soul is all for Gold, 
e tells me her Faults as ſhe fits on my Knee: A Crocodile, or Snake 
chide her, and {wear ſhe's an Angel [ro me: | See his dire Thread! this 8 ider ſpread 
Shoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo To catch the Female fly: oh | 
ho knows but ſhe loves, tho' ſhe anſwers, No, no ? Hence, Girls! beware—look ſharp—take Care: 


o knows, Ec. Hor Men are wond'rous ſly, A Por- 
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With fraudful 


214 
A Porcupine with Rage inſpir'd, 
At Nymphs he darts his Quills; 
A Baſilisk by Frenzy fir'd, 
His Glance by Poiſon kills: 
rts he fteals their Hearts, 
Then throws the Baubles by : 
Hence, Girls ! beware—look ſharp—take Care ; 
For Men are wond rous ly. 


Was the whole Race of Men to meet 
In one wide-ſpreading Plain, 
Of Conftancy, of Faith, to treat, 
And Virtue's ſpotieſs Train ; 
To find a Youth renown'd for Truth, 
W hole Ages we might try : | 
Hence, Girls | beware look ſharp—take Care; 
For Men are wond'rous fly. | 


SONG cecLXIX. 


OUNG Strephon, the artful, the dangerous Swain, 

My Love and Eſteem has attempted to gain; 
With the ſame wicked Arts he ſo oft had betray'd, 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent Maid: 
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For his Heart by thoſe Tears, by thoſe Oaths, be 


Or ſmell at a Roſe, to be hurt by the Thorn. 


But appris'd of his Pow'r, of my Wen kneſs awar, 
I baffled his Scheme, and avoided the Snare; 

For Virtue I love, and was taught in my Dawn, 
When I gather'd a Roſc, to beware of the Thom 


His Tears I neglected, his Oaths I defpis'd ; 


uis'd: | | 
W hat Preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 
(The prodigal Bounty of Art and Deſign:) 
He coax'd, and he flatter'd, but flatrer'd in vain, 
And praCtis'd each Art, on my Weakneſs to gain: 
Protected by Prudence, I laugh'd him to Scorn; 


| | Tho' I fancy'd the Roſe, yet 1 dreaded the Thom 


| He wantonly boaſted what Nymphs he had won, 


What credulous Beauties his Arts had undone; . 
He ſwore that his Faith ſhould inviolate be, | 
That hisHeart and thoſe Fair Ones were Victims to iſ 
I rold him thoſe Victims, and Faith, I'd deſpiſe, 
And from ſuch Examples would learn to be wiſe: 
Thar I never wou'd proftitute Virtue to Scorn, 


VN 


5 the perjur'd Betrayer aſham'd of his Guilt ; 

as his Paſſion on Virtue, not Wantonneſs, built; 
s his Heart as ſincere as his Oaths are profane, 
puld fancy (I own, I could fancy) the Swain: 
Experience has taught me tis dang'rous to truſt, 
id Folly to think he can ever be juſt; 
Tl tifle my Flame, and reject him with Scorn, 
| | graſp at the Roſe, and be hurt by the Thorn. 


SONG CCCEXX. | 
HEN I enter'd my Teens, and threw Play- 
things aſide, 
onceiv'd myſelf Woman, and fit for a Bride; 
the Men I was flatter'd, my Pride to enhance, 
rtheMaids will believe, and theMen will romance. 


hey ſwore that my Eyes the bright Di'mond excell'd, 


3! the Maids will believe, and the Men will romance. 


oung Polydore ſaw me one Night at the Ball, 
nd 1wore, to my Charms, he a Conqueſt muſt fall; 


cha Face, and ſuch Treſſes, ſure ne'er were beheld ! | 
hat to gaze on my Neck was all Rapture and Trance! 


1 
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On his Knees he entreated my Hand for a Dance : 
Ah! theMaids will believe, and the Men will romance, 


He conducted me Home, when the Paſtime was o'er, 
And declar'd he ne'er ſaw ſo much Beauty before 


He ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance: 
Ah! the Maids will believe, and the Men will romance. 


Then Day after Day I his Company had : 
Ar length he declar'd all his Flame to my Dad; 
But my Father lov'd Money, and would not advance, 


And reply'd to my Lover, Young Men will romance, 


But tho' my Papa would not give us a Shilling, 


My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing; 
So to Church we both went, and at Night had a Dance, 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


SONG cecLXXI. 


| A S Jamie gay gang'd blithe his Way, 


Along the Banks of Tveed; 
A bonny Laſs, as ever was, 


Came tripping o'er the Mead: 


The 
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The hearty Swain, untaught to feign, And now the Sun had roſe to Noon, 
The buxom Nymph ſurvey'd; (The Zenith of his Pow'r) 

And full ot Glee, as Lad could be, | When to a Shade their Steps they made, 
Heſpake the pretty Maid. To paſs the mid-day Hour : 


The bonny Lad raw'd, in his Plaid, 
The Laſs who ſcorn'd to frawn ; 

| She foon forgot the Ewes ſhe ſaught, 

And he to gang to Town. 


Dear Laſſy, tell, why by thine ſel 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here? 
My Ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 


Can'ſt tell me, Laddy, where? | 

+1 To Town iſe hie, he inde Reply, ; | 5 . apps : 

4 Some muckle Sport to ſee ; 5 OME, Chloe, and give me ſweet Kiſſes, 

oy Bur thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, For ſweeter no Girl ever gave 

E I ſeek the Ewcs with hee But why, in the Midft of my Bliſſes, 

= 3 | Dot „ * have ? 

3; : m not to inted in Pleafure ; 

7 The gin wer Bow, 8 22 Stand, Then, prythee, dear Chloe, be kind; 

5 Bur lik“ outh's Intent; For, fince I love thee beyond Meaſure 
O'er Hill and Dale, o'er Plain and Vale, To Numbers I'll ne'er be confin'd ; 

Right merrily they went : 13 5 


The Birds ſang ſweet the Pair to greet, a Count the Bees that on Hybla are play ing; 


e 5 F As 
TC 


N 
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And Flowers bloom'd around; Count the Flow'rs that enamel the Fi 
l z . | ields; 
And as they walk d, of Love they talk d, Count the Flocks that in Tempe are ſtraying, 
And Joys which Lovers crown'd. | And the Grain that rich Sicily yields; 


Count 


thow many Stars are in Heaven; 
number the Sands on the Shore; 
when ſo many Kiſſes you've given, 
ſtill ſhall be asking for more. 


a Heart full of Love let me hold thee, 
Heart, which, dear Chloe, is thine ; 
Arms let me ever infold thee, 

nd circle thee round, like a Vine. 
at Joy can be greater than this is? 

I Life on your Lips ſhall be ſpent : 

e Wretch that can number his Kiſſes, 
ill always with few be content. 


SONG cccLXXIII. 
RE CITATI VE. 


JW gentle was my Damon's Air! 
Like ſunny Beams his Golden Hair; 
Voice was like the Nightingale's, 
re ſweet his Breath than flow'ry Vales: 


dw hard ſuch Beauties to reſign |! 
yet that cruel Task is mine; 
bw ward, Cc. | 


A ColleGion of Fa 


All, all reproach the faithleſs Swain, 
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| | 2 >: # hs | 
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Grove, 

Along the Margin of each Stream, 
Dear conſcious Scenes of former Love, 

I mourn, and Damon is my Theme : 
The Hills, the Graves, the Streams remain, 


But Damon there I ſeek in yain ; 
The Hills, &c. 


From Hill, from Dale, each Charm is fled ; 

| Groves, Flocks and Fountains pleaſe no more: 
Each Flow'r in Pity droops its Head; 
All Nature does my Loſs deplore: 


Yet Damon {till I ſeek in vain ; 
All, all, Sc. 5 


⁰ö moins enn. 
A Dawn of Hope my Soul revives, 
And baniſhes Deſpair ; 


If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him, ye Gods, your Care, 


5 


Diſpel 
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Diſpel theſe gloomy Shades of Night, | W henever ſhe danc'd, or whenever ſhe ſung, 
My tender Grief remove ; How juſt was her Motion! how ſweet was her Tong 
Oh! ſend ſome chearing Ray of Light, And when the Youth told her his paſſionate Fla 
And Guide me to my Love, She allow'd him to fancy her Heart felt the ſam 
She allow d him, Oc. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly Shade, 


The penſive Cælia mourn'd; With Ardour he preſs'd her to think him ſincere 
While courteous Echo lent her Aid, But, alas! ſhe redoubled each Hope and each be 
And Sigh for dign return'd. She would not deny, nor ſhe would not approve 
TS | And ſhe neither refus'd him, nor gave him * 
When, ſudden, Damon's well-known Face | And ſhe neither, Sc. 
Zach riſing Fear diſarms; 
He eager ſprings to her Embrace, | Now chear' d by Complacence, now fins by Dil 
She finks into his Arms. Ue Janguiſh'd for Freedom, bur languiſh'd in vi 
Till Thyrſes, who pity'd ſo helpleſs a Slave, 
80 NG cccLxXXv, 5 Eas'd his Heart of it's Pain by the Counſel he ga 


Hu eaſy was Colin, how blithe, and how gay! Eas'd his Hear 15 See. 
Ere be met the fair Chloris, how ſprightly his 

Forfike her, ſaid he, and reject her a-while; 
So 1280 ber Form, ſo accompliſh'd her Mind, If ſhe loves you, ſhe ſoon will return with a Sm 
Sure Pity, he thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be } You can judge of her Paſſion by Abſence alone, 
-:-olnd, And by Abſence will corquer her Heari—or 

Sure Pity, he thought, with ſuch Charms muſt be don, | 
join d. | And by Abſence, &c. 


Advice he purſu'd ; bur the Remedy prov'd 
fatal, alas! to the Fair One he lov'd ; 
ch cur'd his own Paſſion, but left her in vain 
igh for a Heart ſhe could never regain, 
yh for a Heart ſhe could never regain. 


SONG CCCLXXVI. 


\rewel, [anthe, faithleſ- Maid, 
Source of my Grief and Pain ; 
owith fond Hopes my Heart betray'd, 
nd fann'd Love's kindling Flame; 
rave from me thy Hand, this Morn, 
0 Corydon's rich Heir, 
o with gay Veſtments did adorn 
Thee, falſe, yet beauteous Fair. 


en my native Soil; ye Vales, 

zh Woods, and tufted Hills: 

ky, ye Groves and flow'ry Dales, 
ear Streams and chryftal Rills : 
eu; ye bring into my Mind 

boſe paſt, thoſe happy Days, 

ten /phis found Ianthe kind, 

id Pleaſure firew'd his Ways. 


| 
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Ere Dawn my homely Steps I'll bend, 
Where diſtant Mountains riſe, 

In Hopes that Reaſon there may ſend 
Thar Aid ſhe here denies; 


Thar Time and Abſence may efface 


Her Image from my Breaft, 


Which, while ſhe there maintains a Place, 


Can never taſte of Reſt. 


| SONG CccLXXVII. 
5 HE new-flown Birds, the Shepherds ſing; 


And welcome in the May; 
Come, Paſtorella, now the Spring 
Makes ev'ry Landskip gay: 


_ Wide-ſpreading Trees their leafy Shade 


O'er Half the Plain extend, 


| Or, in refle&ing Fountains play'd, 


Their quiv'ring Branches bend; 


Or, in reflecting Fountains play'd, 


Their quiv'ring Branches bend. 


Come, taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 


And bleſs the riſing Year ; 


Oh! how my Soul grows ſick of Time, 


9 thou, my Love, appear 


Then 


* 
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Then fail I paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Reauty's Shine, 

When thy dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine, 

When thy dear Flock ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix, M. 


For thee, of Doves a milk- white Pair 
In ſilken Bands I hold; 

For chee a firſtling Lambkin fair 
Il keep within the Fold: 

If milk-whice Doves Acceptance meet, 
Or tender Lambkins pleaſe, 

My ſpotleſs Heart without Deceit, 

he offer'd up with theſe ; 

My ſpotleſs Heart, without Deceit, 
Be offer'd up with theſe. 


SONG CCCLEXXVIIL 
HY will Delia thus retire, 
And languiſh all her Life away? 
While the ſighing Crowd admire, 
Tis too ſoon for Hartſhorn-Tea, 
*Tis too ſoon for Hartſnorn-Tea: 


| Ali thoſe diſmal Looks and Fretting 


Cannot Damon's Life reſtore ; 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; 
You can never ſee him more, 
You can never ſee him more. 
Long ago the Worms have eat him; 
You can never ſee him more. 


Once again conſult your Toilette, 
In the Glaſs your Face review ; 
So much Weeping ſoon will ſpoil it, 
And no Spring your Charms renew, 
And no, &. 5 
I, like you, was born a Woman, 
Vell I know what Vapours mean; 
The Diſeaſe, alas! is common; 
Single, we have all the Spleen, 
Single, Osec. 


All the Morals that they tell us, 
Never cur'd the Sorrow yet: 


Chuſe, among the pretty Fellows, 


One of Humour, Youth and Wit, 


| One of, Oc. 


Prithet 
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bc hear him ev'ry Morning, | I toil'd and I traffick'd, grew wealthy and great, 

the leaſt an Hour or two; | A Patriot in Politicks, fond of Debate, 

e again at Night returning [A Patriot, c. 5 | 

belicve the Doſe will do; Each Paſſion indulging, my Doubts did remove; 
believe the Doſe will do. They center'd in Pleaſure, and Pleaſure in Love, 


e again at Night returning— _ Each Paſſion, Qc. 
b:licve the Doſe will do. | 


$ONG ccerxxix. | How ſweet my Reſolves, I confeſs'd with a Sigh, 


When Phillis, ſweet Phillis, tripp'd wantonly by, 
OME give your Attention to what J unfold; When Phillis, Sc. 


The Moral is true, tho' the Matter is old, I caught her, and mention'd a Turn in the Grove; 
e Mora) is true, tho' the Matter is old: | Conſenting ſhe made me a Convert to Love, 
1 honeſt Confeſſion's intended to prove, J caught her, c. _ 

w taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love; 975 25 

| honeſt Sonfeſſion's intended to prove. | Ye Lovers of Freedom, no longer complain: 

v taſteleſs, inſipid, is Life without Love. | We're born EFellow- Subjects of Beauty's ſoft Chain, 
Works of old Sophiſt my Mind I employ'd; We're born Fellow - Subjects of Beauty's ſoft Chain: 


Bottle and Friend roo by Turns I cnjpy'd, I My purchas d Experience this Maxim will prove, 
Bottle, Ge. Sp Thar Life is not Life when divided from Love : 
auph'd at the Sex, and preſumptuouſly ſtrove My purchas'd Experience this Maxim will prove, 
heir Charms to forget, and bid F are wel to Love, 1 That Life 18 not Life when divided fr om Love. | 


laugh'd, & 


| x2 OP : SONG 
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: '  $ON G CCCLXXX. 
Ws Sadneſs reigns over the Plain ! 


How droop the ſweet Flow'rets around ! 
How penſive each Nymph and each Swain! 
How ſilent each muſical Sound! 
No more the ſoft Lute, in the Bow'rs, 
Beguiles the cool Ev'nings away ; 
Sad Sighs meaſure out the long Hours, 
Since Damon has wander'd away. 


Oh! he was our Village's Pride, | 
This Change from his Abſence is ſeen; 
Twas he that our Muſic ſupply'd, 
When gayly we danc'd on the Green: 
At Shearing, at Wake, and at Fair, 
How jovial and frolic were we! 
But now ev'ry Feaſt in the Year 
Is joyleſs as joyleſs can be. 


Ah! why did he venture from Home, 
To mix among hoſtile Alarms? 
No Juſtice oblig'd him to roam, 
Or take up thoſe terrible Arms: 


| Whercer the Adventurer goes, 
Kind Heaven protect him from Woes, 
|] Oh! give him to Celia again, 


I' ceaſe on his Breaſt to complain, 


] This is Pleaſure's boundleſs Reign, 


Let thoſe who are crucl and rough, 
Be heedleſs of Life, and of Limb; 

The Country had Soldiers enough, 
Nor needed one gentle like him, 


— "TL? 


= — 


On Land or the dangerous Main, 

And give him to Celia again. 

My true Love in Safety reſtore ; 

From my Arms he ſhall wander no more, 


SONG CCCLXXXI. 


LY hence, grim Melancholly's Train! 
E Hei:ce, waſting Thought and Years of Pain; 
W hart to us 1s Ape and Care, 

Eyes of Grief, and Looks of Fear ? 
Join the laughter-loving Train; 


— p 2 — TEA "LY 


Mind not what the Stoics ſay; 


Lite is only for a Day: 


Baniſh far Reflecxion's Pow'r ; 
[Loſe not one important Hour: 
Fly the meagre hideous Train; 
IThis is Pleature's boundleſs Reign. 


Make the moſt of Beauty's Pride; 
Youth and Beauty ſoon ſubſide : 
ourred, yieid—wille yet you may, 
Cupid elſe will fly away: 5 
in the ſportive harmleſs Train; 
[This is Pleaſure's golden Reign. 


Bacchus all his Treaſure lends, | 
(Mirth and Wine are conftant Friends) 
Lifts on hich the human Soul; | 
Dre-d no Poiſon in the Bowl: 

eek the jovial roſy Train; 

This is Pleaſure's boundleſs Reign. 


In the Meadows ſafely ftray, 
nnocence ſhall guard the Way 
And by Moon-light, on the Green, 
View the Fairies with their Queen: 
Go where Love directs the Train; 
For tis Pleaſure's golden Reign. 
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' Envy's Snakes, all-murd'ring War, 
With Phantom Honour, hence are far 
| Hope, and Peace, and Joy ſincere, 


And Love, maintain their Revels here: 


Haſte to join the feſtive Train 


This is Pleature's golden Reign. 


Nor to ſcornfol Airs inclin'd, 
Know the Seaſon to be kind: 


bl What would all your Beauty do, 


Should Shepherds once neglecł to woo? 
Sec the beck'ning ſportive Train; 
Hark ! they cry, "tis Pleaſure's Reign. 


Freedom, with immortal Shield, 


Guards the Bleſſings we can yield; 


Freedom hails thee to reſign 
All thy Cares in Love and Wine; 
Stay no longer, join the Train; 
[his is Pleaſure's golden Reign. 


Hymen's graceful Altars ſmoke, 
Haſte, and wear the ſilken Yoke : 
Endleſs Peace, unfading Youth, 


oY the ſure Rewards of Truth : 
3 


Haftcn 
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Haſten then to join the Train; Heard and beheld poor Ariadne Grief, | 
For tis P'eaſure's golden Reign. And, gently, thus adminifter'd Relief. ; 
SONG CCCEXXXIL Top ATR. | 
RECITATIV E. Ceaſe, lovely Nymph, to weep, 1 
HE faithleſs I heſeus ſcarce had got on board, Wipe off that falling Tear; 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her Lord: Though Theſeus plough the Deep, 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the Beach ſhe flew, You've till a Lover here: 
And ſaw his Veſſel lefs'ning to her View: | Jam Bacchus, God of Wine, 
She ſmote her Breaſt ; ſhe rav'd, and tore her Hair; God of Revelry and Joy; 
Then, in ſoft Plaints, ſhe vented her Deſpair. If Ariadne will be mine, 


Mirth ſhall ev'ry Hour employ. 


AIR. : 
Come, Silenus, fill a Cu 
Ah! Theſens, Theſeus, ſtay! 7 4 0 
, . 1 Ot my choiceſt cordial Draught; 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, ye Winds, ro blow ! ; | Fill ir, W why fill it u ; 8 9 


„ 
Nor „ ee 19 *T'will baniſh ev'ry gloomy Thought : 
Ah! whither wilt thou go: | Fill it higher, to the Brink: EE 

Could I have ſerv'd thee ſo | | Come, my lovely Mourner, drink! 


Ah! Theſeus, faithleſs Ibeſeus, tell me why  LRECITATHIV-E; 
You fly from her who gave thee Pon r to fly? | Wich foft Reluctance the at laſt comply'd, 


: * * CITATIVE. | | And to her Lips the nectar'd Cup apply'd; 
20 plly God who rules the jovial Bow], The potent Draught, with more than magic Art, | 
acchus 


» whoſe Gifts re-animate the Soul, | Flew thro'her Veins, and ſeiz'd her yielding Hears; | 
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Wine ambroſtil all her Cares were drown'd, + Banners waving in the Wind; 
ad with Succeſs the jovial God was crown'd: Fame her golden Trumpet ſounding, 
ile old Silenus, as he reel'd along, | Evrry Voice in Chorus join'd; 
Tus entertaln'd them with his frolic Song. All uniting to proclaim 
| Th' immortal Honours of his Name. 
AIR. | 1 Tone 
Learn hence, ye fond Maidens, who droop and who SONG CCCEXXXIV. 


pine, | I Search'd the Fields of ev'ry Kind, 
Learn hence, ye fond Lovers, the Virtue of Wine: The faireſt Flow'rs I choſe, 
Let the Nymph, who's forſaken for one that's more] And ſent them in a Wreath to bind 
fair, c My Roſalinda's Brows, | | 
ike a comforting Glaſs, and 'twill drown all Deſpair ; My Roſalinda's Brows. 
and let the fond Youth who wou'd win the coy Maid, | Here Hyacinthus, ting'd with Blood, 
nſtead of his Cupid's, ſeek Bacchus's Aid. | In purple Beauty glows; 
Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails of performing his Part: There, burſting from the ſwelling Bud, 
et him gain the Head, and you'll ſoon gain the Heart. Appears the bluſhing Roſe, 
SONG CCCLYXXIUI Appears the bluſhing Roſe. 
H! what Joys does Conqueſt yield, 
When, returning from the Field, 
In triumphant State we ſee 
ne god-like Hero crown'd with Victory 
Laurel Wreathes his Head ſurrounding, | 


Here Violets of purple Hue, 
Chaſte Lilies white as Snow, 

Narciſſuſes that drink the Dew, 
And near the Fountain blow, 
And near the Fountain blow. 
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To 
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'To boaſt thy Charms, when crown'd with thoſe, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, O beauteous Maid 
Thy Face, that blooms ſo like the Roſe, 
Like that, alas! will fade, 
Like that, alas! will fade. 


SONG CCCLXXXV. 
T Y MPHS and Shepherds, come away, 
Wanton in the Sweets of May; 
rip it o'er the flow'ry Lawns, 
Wanton as the bounding Fawns : 


Frolic, buxom, blithe, and gay, 
Nymphs and Shepherds, come away. 


SONG CCCLXXXVI. 
1 begone, and leave me! 
From my Boſom, ah ! remove : 

While thou ſtay'ſt, thou doſt but grieve me; 

Hence, thou Foe to ſacred Love 

Whilſt by thee the Heart's directed, 
All Things double Faces wear; 
Chloe, in thy Glaſs reflected, 

Seems as falſe as ſhe is fair. 


Harmleſs Looks and flight Expreſſions, 
W here Love's Eye no Meaning reads, 
To ſome Rival are Confeſſions 
Of a Hearr that for him bleeds. 
Cruel Spy! that ne'er diſcovers 
What may eaſe the frantic Mind; 
Herce ! nor blaſt the Bliſs of Lovers: 
Leave us happy, leave us blind. 


SONG cecLXXXVn. 
ALMY Sweetneſs ever flowing, 


| Flowers on her Cheeks are blowing; 
And her Voice with Muſic thrills : 
Zephyrs o'er the Spices flying, 
Wafting Sweets from ev'ry Tree, 
Sick'ning Senſe with Odours cloying, 
Breathe not half ſo ſweet as ſhe. 


SONG CCCLEXSUVIL 


of Men, 


[! promis'd my Mother again and again, 


From her dropping Lip diftils ; 


HAT I might not be plagu'd with the Nonſenſe 


To 


ky as ſhe bids me wherever I go, | 
j t0 all that they ask, or would have, tell'em, No. 


illy believe I have frighten'd a Score: 

ant to be with me, I warrant, no more; 
{1 own I'm not ſorry for ſerving themſo; _ 
re the lame Thing to do, I again ſhould ſay, No. 


Shepherd I like, with more Courage and Art, 
ont let me alone, tho' I bid him depart; 
1 Queſtions be puts ſince I anſwer him fo, 


x be makes me mean Yes, tho* my Words are 


ad, did I hate him, or think him too plain? 
en me die if he is not a clever young Swain) 
e ventur'd a Kiſs, if 1 from him would go? 


jen he preſs'd my young Lips, while I bluſh'd and 
ſaid, No. | . 


kd if my Heart to another was gone? 

!d have him to leave me, or ceaſe to love on? 
| meant my Life long to anſwer him ſo? 
„aer d, and ſigh'd, and reply'd to him, No. 


e 
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This Morning an End to his Courtſhip he made ? 
Will Phillis live longer a Virgin? ke ſaid; 

If I preſs you to Church, will you ſcruple to go?! 

In a hearty Good-humour I anſwer d, No, no. 


SONG CCCEXXRXIX. 
ISS Danae, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
Could not be kept from Jove's Embrace 
By Doors of Steel, and Walls of Brat! ; 
Tell us, myſterious Husband, tell us 
Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous ; 

Can harſh Reſtraint, the Bolt, the Bar, 
Make thce ſecure, thy Wife leſs fair ? 


Send her Abroad, and let her ſee 
That all this World of Pageantry, 

W hich ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is Powder, Pocket-Glaſs, and Beau. 
Be to her Virtues ever kind, 

Be to her Faults a lictle blind ; 

Let all her wy + be unconfin'd,”” 
And clap your Padlock—on her Mind. 


SONG 
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| SONG CCCXC. 
GAIN in ruſtic Weeds array'd, 

x A ſitaple Swain, a ſimple Maid; 
U'er rural Scenes, with Joy we'll rove, 
By dimpling Brook, or cooling Grove. 
The Birds ſhall train their little Throats, 
And warble wild their merry Notes, 
While we converſe beneath the Shade, 

A happy Swain, and happy Maid. 


Thy Hand hall pluck, to grace my Bow'r, 
The luſcious Fruit, the fragrant Flow'r ; 


While Joys ſhall bleſs, for ever new, 
Thy Phœbe kind, thy Colin true. 
SONG CCCXCI. 


'TOW blithe was I each Morn to ſee 
My Swain come o'er the Hill! 


He leap'd the Brook, and flew to me; 


1 mer him with Good-will : 

I neither wanted Ewe, nor Lamb, 
When his Flocks near me lay; 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 

And chear'd me all the Day. 


8 


Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe; 

I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
With his Pipe and my Ewes. 


He tun'd his Pipe and Reed fo ſweer, * 
The Birds ſtaod liſt'ning by: 

The fleecy Flock ſtood fill and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his Melody: 

While thus we ſpent our Time, by Turn, 
Berwixt our Flocks and Play, 


I envy'd not the faireſt Dame, 


Tho' e'er ſo rich and gay. 
Oh! the Broom, &c. 


| He did oblige me ev'ry Hour; 


Cou'd I but faithful be? 4 
He Role my Heart; cou'd I refuſe 
W hate'er he ask'd of me ? 
Hard Fate! that I muft baniſh'd be, 
Garg heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I loy'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 


| 
0 


Oh! the Broom, the bonny Broom, 
Where loſt was my Repoſe ; 

I wiſh I was with my dear Swain, 
Wich his Pipe and my Ewes, 


SONG CCCXCI. 


HY ſhould I now, my Love, complain, 
Tnat Toll awairs thy cheartul Swain; 
ce Labour oft a Sweet beſtows, 

nich lazy Splendour never knows? 


ice ſprings the purple Tide of Health, 


erich Man's With, the poor Man's Wealth; 


u ſpread thoſe Bluſhes o'er the Face, 
hich come and go with native Grace. 


e Pride of Dreſs, the Pomp of Show, 
e Trappings oft that cover Woe; 
we, whoſe Wiſhes never roam, 

ll taſte of real Joys at Home. 


SONG CCCXCIII. 
Y Heart's my own, my Will is free, 
And fo ſhall be my Voice: 
mortal Man ſhall wed with me, 
lll firſt he's made my Choice. 


} 
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Let Par. nts rule, cry Nature's Laws, 
| And Children ſtill obey : 

And is there then no ſaying Clauſe 
Againſt tyrannic Sway: 


SONG CCCXCIV. 


CUPID, God of ſoft Perſuaſion, 
Take the helpleſs Lover's Part : 


| Seize, oh! ſeize, ſome kind Occalton 


To reward a faithful Hearr. 


Juſtly thoſe we Tyrants call, 

Who the Body would enthral; 
Tyrants of more cruel Kind, 

Thoſe who would enflave the Mind, 
Cupid, God of, EP. 


What is Grandeur? Foe to Reſt 3 
Childiſh Mummery at beſt: 


Happy I, in humble State? 
Catch, ye Fools, the glitt'ring Bait. 
Cupid, God of, E&P | 
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SONG 
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SONG CCcxcv. 


HINK, my Faireſt, how Delay, 


Danger ev'ry Moment brings ; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away, 


Time, that's ever on ics Wings. 


Doubting and Suſpence at beſt, 
Lovers late Repentance coſt ; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize Occaſion ere 'tis loſt, 


SONG CCCXCVI. 
| HE Traveller benighted, 
And led thro' weary Ways, 

The Lamp of Day new lighted, 

With Joy the Dawn ſurveys : 
The riſing Proſpect viewing, 

Each Look is forward caſt; 

He ſmiles, his Courſe purſuing, 

Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


SONG CCCXCVII. 
And whoſe Fame ev'ry Virgin with Envy does fill, 


4  ColleSion of Favo 


| 


And pierc'd, without Pity, my innocent Heart: 


| Surpriz'd and tranſported, I cou'd not forbear, 


| For a Captive I fell to her delicate Air. 


| When ſhe ſaw me ſhe bluſh'd, and complain'd 1 
Yn Molly, who lives at the Foot of the Hill, 1 


arite New Songs. 


Of Beauty is bleſs'd with fo ample a Share, q 
That Mcn call her the Laſs with the delicate Air, ; 


One Ev'ning, laſt May, when I rravers'd the Gro, 
In thoughtleſs Retirement, not dreaming of Love, WF 
[ chanc'd to eſpy the gay Nymph, 1 declare; x 
And really ſhe'd got a moſt delicate Air, 


By a murmuring Brook, by a green moſſy Bed, 
A Chaplet compoſing, the Fair One was laid: 


With Raptures to gaze on her delicate Air. 


That Moment young Cupid ſelected a Dart, 


And from thence, how to win the dear Maid, was n 
Gare 2: 


rude, 


And begg'd of all Things that I would no: i 
trude: 


I anſwer 


A Cllefion of Favorrite New Songs. 


. ſwer'cd, TI cou'd not tell how IT came there, 
laid all the Blame on her delicace Air; 


Wii her Heart was the Prize which I ſought to obtain, 
id hop'd ſhe wou'd grant it to eaſe my fond Pain, 
e neither rejected, nor granted my Pray'r, 
i fir'd all my Soul with her delicate Air. 


thouſand Times o'er I've repeated my Suit; 

x till the Tormentor affects to be mute: . 
en tell me, ye Swains, who have conquer'd the Fair, 
ow to win the dear Laſs with the delicate Air, 


SONG CCCXCVII. 


OW much ſuperior Beauty awes, 
The coldeſt Boſoms find; 
ut with reſiſtleſs Force it draws, 
To denſe and Sweetneſs join'd : 
e Casket where, to outward Show, 
The Workman's Art is ſeen, 
doubly valu'd, when we know 
It holds a Gem within. 


ö 


| SONG CCCXCIRN 
OWS of Love ſhould ever bind 
Men who are to Honour true; 
They muſt have a ſavage Mind, 
Who refuſe the Fair their Due. 


Scorn'd and hated may they be, 
Who from Conftancy do ſwerve 


| So may ev ry Nymph agree 


All ſuch faichleſs Swains to ſerve. 


SONG CCCCc. 


| 1 early on a Holiday, 


A harmleſs Shepherd chanc'd to ſtray, 
And wand'ring near a cryſtal Brook, | 
He ſat him down to bait his Hook; 

Thus ſaid the Shepherd, free from Care, 

« If I the Gudgeon ſhould enſnare, 

« Or any of the ſcaly Fry, 


«Tg envy none beneath the Sky.“ 


His Sport was harmleſs as his Mind ; 
"_ his Hand his Head reclin'd ; 
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| And, 
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And, liſt'ning to the Wood-Lark's Note, 

He watch'd the Motion of his Float: 

It ſcarce obtain'd a ſingle Swim, 

Ere Cupid round the Swain did skim 

With feather'd Wings, extended wide, 
And ſettled by the Shepherd's Side. 


The Swain had heard of Bows, and Darts, 
And Cupid's Snares, that torture Hearts; 
Became uneaſy at the Sight, 

But artfully conceal'd his Fright; 

« [ prithce, Cupid, tell, I pray, 


« What brought thee out ſo ſoon To-day ?” 
In Truth, ſaid he, my Sport“ like thine ; 


4 J hither came to wet my Line.“ 


If that be true, thou pretty Boy, 

& Then leave with me that g litt'ring Toy ; 
« I mean the Arrow in thy Hand; 
„Then equally we'll ſhare our Stand.“ 

« Shepherd, I'Il give thee any Thing; 
„Pray take with it my Bow and String.“ 
The Swain ſecure his Check did ſtroke, 
And, lily, Czpid's Arrow broke. 


A Cullefion of Favourite New Songs. 


«+ But now I gueſs for whom you ſmart ; 


Bur, lo! an Angel's Voice he heard, 

And ſoon an Angel's Form appear'd, 
With Eyes ſo bright, as Poets lay, 

Should Phœbus fleep, might rule the Day: 
The Shepherd liſten'd ro her Song ; 

[ fear the Shepherd gaz'd roo long: 

For as her Eyes their Beams withdrew, 
Her fatai Looks the Shepherd flew. 


At firſt he felt uncommon Smart, 

And fear'd the Boy conccal'd a Dart: 

Then faintly turning, © Child,” ſaid he, 
„This evil Arrow comes from thee.” 

6 O! Shepherd, it is no ſuch Thing; 

« Thou hadſt my Arrow, Bow, and String: 


The Nymph you ſaw has pierc'd your Heart“ 


SONG cccca. 


ENCE with Cares, Complaint, and Fromni 
Welcome Jollicy and Joy; 

Ev'ry Grief in Pleaſure drowning, 

Mirth this happy Night employ. 


A ColleGion 


;to Friendſhip do our Duty, 

agb, and fing ſome good old Strain; 
nk a Health to Love and Beauty, 

lay they long in Triumph reign ! 


SONG CccclI. 
HE heavy Hours are almoſt paſt, 
That part my Love and me; 
longing Eyes may hope, at laſt, 
heir only Wiſh to ſees 
thow, my Delia, will you meet 
ſh: Man you've loſt fo long? 
|| Love in all your Pulſes . 
\nd tremble on your Tongue: 


Il you in ev'ry Look declare, 

Your Heart is (till the ſame, 

id heal each idle, anxious Care, 
Our Fears in Abſence frame: 

vs, Delia, thus I paint the Scene, 
When we ſhall ſhorcly meer, 

a try what yet remains between, 
(f loit ring Time to cheat. 


of Favo 
| 


urite New Ss. 
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But if the Dream thar ſooths my Mind, 
Shall falſe and groundleſs prove ; 
If I am doom'd ar length to find, 
That you've forgot to love: 


All I of Venus ask, is this, 


No more to let us join; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring Bliſs, 
To die, and think you mine. 


S8 ON G CCccll. 
HE Virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Artends to the Villager's Vows, 


| The Birds fondly bill on the Spray, 


And Poplars embrace with their Boughs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 

Ador'd for her Beauty above; 
We Shepherds, that dwell on the Plain, DL 

Hail May, as the Mother of Love. | 


From the Weſt, as it wantonly blows, 
Fond ＋ careſſes the Vine; 
The Bee ſteals a Kiſs from the Roſe, 


. Willows and Woodbines entwine: 
2 e N 


The 
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The Pinks by the Rivnler's Side, 
That border the ver al Alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft Tide, 
For May is the Mother of Love. 


May tinges the Butterfly's Wing, 
He flurters in bridal Array; 
If the Larks and the Linnets now fing, 
Their Muſic is taught them by Hay: 
The Stock-Dove, recluſe with her Mate, 
Conceals her fond Bliſs in the Grove, 
And murmuring ſeems to repeat, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


The Goddeſs will viſit ye ſoon, 
Ye Virgins, be ſportive and gay ; 


Get your Pipes, oh ! ye Shepherds, in Tune, 


For Muſic muſt welcome the May 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen Anguith remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft Tales, and he'll find, 
That May is the Mother of Love. 


| 


How delighiful the Pauſe when the Stag ſtood at 3; 


S NG  CCCCIV.-..-: 
TOW pleaſing we find the gay Sports of the); 
While through the Vales we're boundiry 
The Hills our Cries reſounding, 
The muſical Chace all its Pleaſure does yield. 


But when his Flight renewing, c 
Agaln we were purſuing, Di 


Till we crown'd with Succeſs the Sport of the Dy 


SONG CCCCY. 
OT on Beawy's tranſient Pleaſure, 
Which no real Joys impart, 
Nor on Heaps of ſordid Treaſure, 
Did I fix my youthful Heart. 


Twas not Chloe's perfect Feature, 

Did the f, Fele and'rer bind; 
Nor her F o. A, the Boaſt of Nature; 

"Twas alone her ſpotleſs Mind. 


Not on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure, 
Which no real Joys impart, 


| Nor on Heaps of ſordid Treaſure, 


| | Did I fix my youthful Heart. 


N 


A Cullection of Favourite New Sings. 
e ye Swains, the real Bleſſing, | 


he. 
hat will Joys for Life enſure ; 


RECITATIVE 


f ; | | To Bacchus thus the f over cry'd 
virzuous Mind alone poſſeſſin To ri ry dy 
ill your laſting Bliſs ſecure, . And thus the jolly God reply'd : 
on Beauty's tranſient Pleaſure, | Ab R. 
ich no real Joys impart, I Give Whininp o'er, be brisk and R 
5 Ip s of _ - ne, | And quaft his freaking Form we, 9 
| wh cates A homered | ert. With dauntleſs Mien approach the Fair; 
jj SONG cœccvl. | I'VE Way to conquer is—to dare. 
RECITATIVE. RECITATIVE. 


Wretch long tortur'd with Diſdain, 


The Swain purſued the God's Advice, 
That ever pin'd, but pin'd in vain, 


| The Nymph was now no longer nice. 
length the God of Wine addreſt, | : 
e Refuge of a wounded Breaſt, AIR. 

| AIR. : 88 and ſpoke the Sex's Mind; 
7 5 1 W | l » l 7 

. O Power, thy r Aid, | Men tn che OY Ne 
a the cruel Maid , And make us Ty rants by their Fear. 
hy Juices take the Lover's Parr, TN ey. 


luſh his wan Looks, and chear his Heart. * 5 
— Y 3 SONG 


X 4 * 4 2 322222 2 
” V - 2 X < - — —— 
. * 4 — er > 7, _— l — e =” Sl 2 2 1 a - 
* 5 % = " » ow - as I — Q bw — . ” 
oo ET - 2 = 1 # — 
> 3 = = 4 > 2 Tg 1 AE. 
. 8 — 1 ” *. F % j : 
s TE 1 EW G : 
— 3 = . — 8 = 


RF Tn 


246 
SO NG CCCcvI.. 


AJ Give me that ſocial Delight, ; 
W hich none but true Lovers receive, 
When Luna bedecks the ſtill Night, 
And glances her Smiles on the Eve; 

When to the fair Meadows we go, 

Where Peace and Contentment retire , 
Or down the ſmooth Current we row, | 

In Time with the Flutes and the Lyre. 


By Nature theſe Pictures are drawn: 
How ſweet is each Landſcape diſpos'd ! 
The Proſpe& extends to the Lawn, 
Or by the tall Beeches is clos'd, 
Come, Strephon, attend to the Scene : 
The Clouds are all vaniſh'd above; 
The Objects around are ſerene, 
As modell'd to Mulic and Love. 


SONG CCccvin. 


RECITATIVE. 


E Swains, who reap the ripen'd Corn, 
And with ſoft Muſic hail the Morn, 


— ENT hd nance 


Collection of Favourite New Songs. 


E Your Sickles lay aſide : 

Hence, Labour's preſſive Hund, away; 
In rural Paſtime ſpend the Day, 

| | To charm the new-made Bride. 


AIR, 


With Roſes deck the Jeſſ mine Bow'rs: 
Beſtrew the verdant Mead with Flow'rs, 
That Phœbe pals along; 
Hark, hark! the feather'd Race on Wing, 
To Love's ſoft Impulſe warbling ſing 
Their ſoft melodious Song, 


RECITATIVE. 


| Then fill, ye Swains, the rural Reed; 


Let Art with Nature vie; 


Nor let the ſhrill-ton'd Lark impede 


Your partial Harmony, 


AIR. 
Whilſt blithe as J/ay Morning, 


When Nature looks charming, 


The Damſels ſhall dance on the Green ; 
'Tis with Beauty replete, 

The fair Phabe we greet, 

Ind hail her our paſtoral Queen. 


SONG © CCCCIX.- 
HE gaudy Tulip ſwells with Pride, 
And rears its Beauties to the Sun, 
Wich heav*n- born Tints of [ris Bow; 
hile low the Vi'let ſprings beſide, 
As in the Shade it ſtrives to ſhun 
The Hand of ſome rapactous Foe, 


Worth intrinſic, ſmall the Store 

That from the Tulip can ariſe, 

When parted from. its glowing Bed: 

'hile hid, the Vi'let charms the more, 
Like Incenſe in its native Skies, 

When cropt to grace the Virgin Head. 
hen think, ye Fair Ones, how theſe Flow'rs 
Are wrought in Nature's various Kobe: 


dur Virgin Dignity o'er-pow'rs | 
The Heroes of the conquer d Globe; 
But ſweet Compliance makes ye Wives. 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 


I | The Man, Oc. 


Where Pride declines, and Merit thrives, 


247 | 
SONG CCCCE, 
Do! Pox © this Nonſenſe, I prithee give o'er, 
And talk of your Phillis and Chloe no more: 
Their Face, and their Air, and their Mien, what a Rout ! 
Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about, 


| Here's to thee, my Lad, puſh the Bottle about. 


Let finical Fops play the Fool and the Ape; 

hey dare not confide in the Juice of the Grape: 
But we honeſt Fellows Sdeath! wt:o'd ever think 
Ot pulling for Love, while he's able to drink ? 

Ot pulling, &c. | 


| 'Tis Wine, only Wine, that true Pleaſure beſtows ; 


Our Joys it increaſes, and lightens our Woes; 
Remember what Topers of Old us'd to ſing, 
The Man that is drunk is as great as a King, 


If Cupid aſſaults you, there's Law for his Tricks; 
, Anacreon's Caſes lee, Page Twenty-ſix : 
The Precedent's glorious, and juſt by my Soul; 


| Lay hold on, and drown the young Dog in a Bowl, 


Lay hold, c. What's 
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What's Life but a Frolic, a Song, and a Laugh? 
My Toati ſhall be this, whilſt I've Liquor to quaff? 


May Mirth and good Fellowſhip always abound ; 
Boys, fiil up a Bumper, and let it po round, 
Boys, fill up a Bumper, and let it go round, 


SO NG CCCCXI. 
Ogether let us range the Fields 
Impearled with the Morning Dew, 
Or view the Fruit the Vineyard yields, 
Or the Apple's cluſt'ring Bough ; 
There, in cloſe-embower'd Shades, 
| Impervious to the noon-tide Ray, 
By tinkling Rills, on roſy Beds, 
We'll love the ſultry Hours away. 


SONG CCCcxn. 


RECITATIVE. 


2 Handels e, Notes, as Chloe ſung 
The Charms of heav'nly Liberty, 


A gentle Bird, till then with Bondage pleas'd, 


With Ardour panted to be free; 


| 


His Priſon broke, he ſeeks the diftant Plain : 
Vet, ere he flies, tunes forth this parting Strain, 


AIX. 
Whilſt to the diſtant Vale J wing, 
Nor wait the ſlow Return of Spring, 
Rather in leafleſs Groves to dwell 
Than in my Chle's warmer Cell, 


Forgive me, Miſtreſs, ſince by thee | N 
I firſt was taught ſweet Liberty. dn 


Soon as the welcome Spring ſhall chear, 

W ith genial Warmth, the drooping Year, 

I'Il tell, upon the topmoſt Spray, 

Thy ſweeter Notes improv'd my Lay ; 
And in my Priſon learn'd from thee 

To warble forth ſweet Liberty. 


Waſte not on me an uſeleſs Care. | 
That kind Concern let Strephon ſhare ; 
Slight are my Sorrows, ſlight my Ills, , 
To thoſe which he, poor Captive! feels! 4 | 
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ho, kept in hopeleſs Bonds by thee, SONG CCCCHIV. 
et ſtrives not for his Liberty. Made Love to Kate, 
| i: r I figh'd for ſhe, 
| | TY | III I heard of late, 
SONG CCCCXIIL She'd a mind for me : 
| FO I met her on the Green, 
Airer than the op'ning Lilies, In her beſt Array; 
Sweeter than the Morning Roſe, So pretty the did ſeem, 
: the blooming Charms of Phillis ; E She flole my Heart away. EE 
Richer Sweets does ſhe diſcloſe, | I Oh! then we kiſsd and preſs'd were we much to 
no ſecure from Cupid's Pow'r, blame? NE | 


Soft Repoſe had lull'd my Breaſt, 
l in one ſhort fatal Hour, 


Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the ſame. 
She depriv'd my Soul of Reft. | 


Ass I fonder grew, 

3 | She began to prate ; 

jd, God of pleaſing Anpuiſh, ”— Quoth ſhe-—T1I marry you, 

from whoſe Shafts 1 bleed and burn! And you ſhall marry Kate; 

each, O! teach the Maid to languiſh ! But then I laugh'd, and ſwore, 

vrike fair Phillis in her Turn: I lov'd her more than fo ; 

m that Torment in her Breaſt, Ty'd each to a Rope's End 

doon to Pity ſhe 11 incline; | | Is rugging to and fro. 

d, to give her Boſom Reſt, I Apain we kiſs'd and preſs d; were we much to blame? 

Kindly heal the Wound in mine, | Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the 8 
| ien 


A CulleSion 


Then ſhe ſigh'd, and faid, 
She was wond'rous ſick ; 
Dicky Katy led, | 
Katy ſhe led Dick: 
Long we toy'd and play'd 
Under yonder Oak, 
Katy loſt the Game, 
Tho' ſhe play'd in Joke; | 
For there we did, alas! what I dare not name; 
Had you been in my Place, you'd have done the ſame. 
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SONG CCCCXV. 


RECITATIVE, accompanied. 


H ! *tis Elyzium all—in Beauty dreſt, 

To Fancy's Eye my Celia ſtood confeſt : 
Her Glance ſpake Extaſy— “ No more,” ſhe cries, 
„% No more my Love ſhall weep and waſte in Sighs. 
« Be chearful, Thyrſis, and again adorn 
« With lovely Mirth thy Soul for my Return ; 
« And then embrace me,””—Oh ! *twas Heav'n to hear 
Starting I wake, but find no Calia near. 


of Favourite New Songs. 


AIR, 
To my Lips than Nectar ſweeter, 
W hereſoc'er I turn my Eyes, 
Only thee I view, dear Creature ; 
Ev'ry other Object dies. 
Still thy charming Form is playing, 
Whether ſoft reclin'd by Streams, 
Or thro” ſhining Crouds I'm ſtraying, 
When diſſolv'd in pleaſing Dreams. 


SONG CCCCXVI. 


17 O eaſe his Heart, and own his Flame, 


 Blithe Focky to young Jenny came; 
But, tho' ſhe lik'd him paſſing weel, 
She careleſs turn'd her Spinning-W hcel, 


Her milk-white Hand he die extol, 


And prais'd her. Fingers long and ſmall : 
Unuſual Joy her Heart did feel ; 
But ftill ſhe turn'd her Spinning- Wheel. 


| Then round about her ſlender Waiſt 
He claſp'd his Arms, and her embrac'd ; 
To kiſs her Hand he down did kneel : 


| But yet ſhe turn'd her Spinning-W heel. 


Wi. 


A ColleFion 


th gentle Voice ſhe bid him riſe; 
bleſs'd her Neck, her Lips, and Eyes: 
Fondneſs ſhe could ſcarce conceal ; 
till ſhe turn'd her Spinning- Wheel. 


|, bolder grown, fo cloſe he preſs'd, 


wanton Thought ſhe quickly gueſs'd; 
n puſh'd him from her Rock and Reel, 
angry turn d her Spinning- Wheel. 


it, when ſhe began to chide, 

vore he meant her for his Bride: 
Nis then her Love ſhe did reveal, 
fung away her Spinning- Wheel. 


s O NG CCCOxvIl. 
thoſe who live in Shepherd's Bow'r, 
Preſs not the gay and ftately Bed ; 
new-mown Hay and breathing Flow'r 
ſofter Couch beneath them ſpread. 


ole who fit at Shepherd's Board, 

oh not their Taſte with wanton Art; 
take what Nature's Gifts afford, 

nd take it with a chearful Heart. 


of Favourite New Songs. 
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If thoſe who drain the Shepherd's Bowl, 
No high and ſparkling Wines can boaſt ; 


| With wholeſome Cups they chear the Soul, 


And crown them with the Village Toaſt. 


| If choſe who join in Shepherds Sport, 


Dancing on the daiſy'd Ground, 
Have not the Splendour of a Court; 
Yet Love adorns the merry Round. 


3 SONG CCCCXVIIL 

4 HE Shepherd's plain Life, 
2 Without Guilt, without Strife, 
Can only true Bleſſings impart : 

As Nature directs, | 

That Bliſs he expects 
From Health, and from quiet of Heart. 


Vain Grandeur and Pow'r, 

Thoſe Joys of an Hour, 

Tho' Mortals are tolling to find; 
Can Titles or Show | 
Contentment beſtow ? 

All Happineſs dwells in the Mind. 


Behold the gay Roſe, 
How lovely it grows, 


Secure 


252 
Secure in the Depth of the Vale! 
Yon Oak, that on high 


Aſpires to the Sky 1 
Both Light'ning and Tempe ſts aſſail. 


DU ET TO. 

Then let us the Snare 

Of Ambition beware, 
That Source of Vexation and Smart; 

And ſport on the Glade, 

Or repoſe in the Shade. 
With Health and with quiet of Heart: 
SONS SK. 
S Colin rang d early one Morning in Spring, 


Young Pöhœbe he ſaw ſupinely was laid. 
And thus in ſweet Melody ſung the fair Maid, 


Of all my Experience how vaſt the Amount, 
Since fifteen long Winters I fairly can count ! 
Was ever poor Damſel ſo ſadly betray d, 
Jo live to theſe Years, and yet ſtill be a Maid! 
To live, Sc. | 
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| 


| That a comely young Girl ought to die an old Maid 


To hear the Wood's Chorifters warble and ſing ; 


| For if I had 


Will you ſtand by like Daftards, and ſee me a Vai 


Who is fick, very 
Who is fick, S . 


| Ye Fops, I invoke not to liſt' to my Song, 
Who anſwer no End, and to no Sex belong; 


Ye Heroes triumphant by Land and by Sea, 
Sworn Vot'ries to Love, yet unmindful of me; 
Of Proweſs approv'd, of no Dangers atraid, 


Will you, &c. 


Ye Counſellors ſage, who, with eloquent Tongve, 
Can do what you pleaſe, with Right and with Wrong 
Can it be or by Law, or by Equity ſaid, 


| Thata comely, c. 


Ye learned Phyſicians, whoſe excellent Skill 
Can ſave or demoliſh, can heal or can kill; 
To a poor forlorn Damſel contribute your Aid, 
ſick of remaining 2 Maid, 


Ye Echoes of Echo, ye Shadows of Shade; 


you, I might till be a Maid, 


You 


For if, See. 


ung Colin was melted to hear her complain, 
en whiſper'd Relief, like a kind-hearred Swain; 
o Phæbe, well pleas'd, is no longer afraid 
being neglected, and dying a Maid, 

being neglected, and dying a Maid. 


SONG CCCCXX. 


) ESOLV*'D, as her Poet, of Celia to ſing, 
For Emblems of Beauty I ſearch'd thro' the 
Spring: | Ts 
o Flowers ſoft blooming compar'd the ſweet Maid, 
Flowers, tho' blooming, at Ev'ning may fade, 
Sunſhine and Breezes I next thought to write, 
Breezes ſo calm, and of Sunſhine ſo bright; 
ttheſe with my Fair, no Reſemblance will hold, 
r the Sun ſets at Night, and Breezes grow cold. 


he Clouds of mild Ev'ning array'd in pale Blue, 

ile the Sun-beams behind them peep'd glitte ring 
through, 5 | | 

0 to rival her Charms they can never ariſe, 


ſweet Eyes; | 
10} 25 | 
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e methought they look'd ſomething like Celia's 


2 33 | 
Theſe Beauties are tranſient; but Celia's will lau. 


 WhenSpring, and when Summer, and Autumn are palt ; 
For Senſe and Good- Humour no Seaſon diſarms, 


And the Soul of my Celia enlivens her Charms. 


At length on a Fruic-Tree a Bloſſom I found, 
Which Beauty diſplay'd, and ſhed Fragrance around; 
[ then thought the Muſes had ſmil'd on my Pray'r: 
This Bloſſom, I cry'd, will reſemble my Fair; 
Theſe Colours ſo gay, and united fo well, 

This delicate Texture, and raviſhing Smell, : 
Be her Perſon's dear Emblem : but where ſhall I fin!, 
In Nature, a Beauty that equals her Mind } ” 


This Bloſſom, now pleaſing, at Summer's pay Call 


Muſt languiſh at firſt, and muſt afterwards fall; 


But behind it the Fruit, it's Succeſſor ſhall riſe, 
By Nature diſrob'd of it's beauteous Diſguiſe. 

So Celia, when Youth, that gay Bloſlom is o'er, 
By her Virtues improv d, ſhall engage me the more; 


| Shall recal ev'ry Beauty, that brighten'd her Prime, 


When her Merit is ripen'd by Love, and by Time. 
2 SONG 
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SONG CCCCXXNIL. 


A LEXIS, a Shepherd, young, conftant and kind, 
Has often declar'd I'm the Nymph to his Mind: 
I think he's ſincere, and he will not deceive ; 


Bur they tell me a Maid ſhould with Caution believe. 


He brought me this Roſe that you ſee in my Breaſt 3 
He begg'd me to take it, and figh'd out the reſt; 

I cou'd net do leſs than the Fayour receive; 

And he thinks it now ſweeter, I really believe. 


This Flow'ret, he cry'd, reads a Leſſon to you: 
How bright, and how lovely it ſeems ro the View! 


_ *Twould fade if not pluck'd, as your Senſe muſt con- 


celive— 
T was forc'd to deny what I really believe. 


My Flocks he attends : if they ſtray from the Plain, 


Alexis is ſure ev'ry Sheep to regain ; 
Then begs, a dear Kiſs for his Labour I'll give; 
And I nc'er ſhall refuſe him, I really believe. 


He plays on his Pipe while he watches my Eyes, 
To read the ſoft Wiſhes we're taught to diſguiſe; 
And tells me ſweet Stories from Morning to Eve; 


Then he ſwears that he loves, which I really believe. 
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An oid Maid I once was determin'd to die ; 
But that was before I'd this Swain in my Eye: 
And as ſoon as he asks me his Pain to relieve, 


With Joy I ſhall wed him, I really believe. 


SONG CCCCXXIL. 


T OULD you with her you love be bleſt, 
Ye Lovers theſe Inſtructions mind, 

Conceal the Paſſion in your Breaſt, 

Be dumb, inſenſible and blind. 
But when with gentle Looks you meet, 

And ſee the artleſs Bluſhes riſe, 
Be ſilent, loving, and diſcreet ; 

The Oracle no more implies. 


When once you prove the Maid ſincere, 
Where Viriue is with Beauty join d , 

Then boldly like yourſelves appear, 

No mare inſenſible or blind: 

Pour forth the Tranſports of your Heart, 
And ſpeak your Soul without Diſguiſe; 

"Tis Fond. eſs, Fondneſs muſt impart; 
The Oracle no more implies. 
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| 1 

o pleaſing, fata] is the Snare, | And when Death bids us flop, we end eaſy our Song, "8 
hat till entraps all Womankind ; Then give the Gods Thanks that we've liv'd well ſo 1 N 
lies, beware, be wiſe, take care, long. ö v0 
ge deaf, inſenſible and blind: | 80 NG ccœecxxiv. 5 
ſhould ſome fond deſerving Youth VE Mortals, whom Fancies and Troubles perplex? be 
e wo Fd | Whom Folly miſguides, and Infirmities vex ; 4 

tender, conſtant, crown his Truth ; W hoſe Lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt ' al 
he Oracle no more implies. _ 1 


| W ho riſe without Joy, and lie down without Reft; 
SONG CCCCXAXNII. Obey the glad Summons, to Lethe repair, 


Fond Father's Bliſs is to number his Race, - Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care ; 
1 1 7 5 

And exult on the Bloom that juſt buds on their Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care. 
Face; 1 N Old Maids ſhall forget what they wiſh for in vain, 
ith their Prattle he'll daily himſelf entertain, And young Ones the Rover they cannot regain; 


d read in their Smiles their lov'd Mother again. The Rake ſhall forget how laſt Night he was cloy'd, 
Fn of Pleaſures, be mute; this is Life's lovely View; | And Chloe again be with Paſſion enjoy'd : 


hen we look on our young Ones, our Youth we | Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 

renew, . | And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care, 
os loving we live, and thus loving enjoy ; And drink an Oblivion to Trouble and Care. 
Deceit here diſtracts, no Debauches deſtroy; The Wife at one Draught may forget all her Wants, 
am the May-morn of Youth to Winter's white Age, | Or drench her fond Fool to forget her Gallants ; 
ad in Hand with Contentment we ſing thro? Life's The troubled in Mind ſhall go chearful away, 
diages : And Yeſterday's Wretch be quite happy 'To-day : 

ZE 2 2 | Obey 
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Obey then the Summons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care; 
Drink deep of the Stream, and forget all your Care 


SONG CCCCXXV. 


HE ſilver Moon's enamour'd Beam 
Steals ſoftly thro' the Night, 

To wanton with the winding Stream, 
And kiſs reflected Light: 

To Courts be gone! heart- ſoothing Sleep, 
W here you've ſo ſeldom been, 

Whilſt I May's wakeful Vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen, 


The Nymphs and Swains expectant wait, 
In Primroſe Chaplets gay, | 
Till Morn unbars her golden Gate, 
And gives the promis d May : 
The Nymphs and Swains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


| 


I'll zune my Pipe to playful Notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding Grove, 

Till new-wak'd Birds diſtend their Throats, 
And hail the Maid I love: . 

At ker Approach the Lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-dreſs'd Green; 
Fond Birds, tis not the Morning breaks, 

"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy Mead, 
Where Elves diſportive play, 


| The feſtal Dance young Shepherds lead, 


Or ſing their love-tun'd Lay; 
"Till May in Morning-Robe draws nigh, 
And claims a Virgin-Queen 
The Nymphs and Swains exulting cry, 
« Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 


SONG CCCCXXVI. 
| RECITATIVE. 
ARK, the Horn calls away ; 

Come the Grave, come the Gay ; 
Wake to Muſic that wakens the Skies, 
Quit the Bondage of Sloth, and ariſe. 
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AIR. Tho' in Life's buſy Day, 

rom the Eaſt breaks the Morn, Man of Man makes a Prey, 
zee the Sun-beams adorn 1 Still let ours be the Prey of the Field, 
e wild Heath, and the Mountains fo high, Still let ours, Oc. 

e wild Heath, and the Mountains ſo high; 

Fhrilly opes the ſtaunch Hound, 


With the Chace in full Sigit, 


he Steed neighs ro the Sound, | Gods! how great the Delight! 
{ the Floods and the Vallies reply, _ | How our mortal Senſations refine! 
{the Floods and the Vallics reply, How our, Oc. | 
es | Where is Care, where is Fear? | 
Dur Forefathers ſo good | | Like the Winds in the Rear, ; 
Prov'd their Greatneſs of Blood, | And the Man s loſt in ſomething div ne, 
encount'ring the Hart and the Boar, And the Man's, &c, b . 
encount'ring, &. 5 ” 3% | 
Ruddy Health bloom'd the Face, Nov to Horſe, my brave Boys: Li 
Age and Youth urg'd che Chace, Lo! each pants for the Joys * 
{ taught Woodlands and Foreſts to roar, | That anon ſhall enliven the Whole, 


i taught, Ec. That anon ſhall enliven the Whole; 
Then at Eve we'll diſmount, | 

Hence, of noble Deſcent, Toils and Pleaſures recount, 

Hills and Wilds we frequent, 


And renew the Chace over the Bowl, 
dere the Boſom of Nature's reveal'd, I And renew the Chace over the Bowl. 
here the, &c. N | 
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5 SONG CCCCXXVII 
O Nymph that trips the verdant Plains, 
With Sally can compare ; 
She wins the Hearts of all the Swains, 
And rivals all the Fair: 
The Beams of Sol delight and chear, 
2 While Summer Seaſons roll, 
But Sally's Smiles can all the Year 
Give Pleaſure to the Soul. 


When from the Eaft the Morning Ray 
lllumes the World below, | 
Her Preſence bids the God of Day 
With Emulation glow : 
Freſh Beauties deck the painted Ground, 

| Birds ſweeter Notes prepare; 
The playful Lambkins skip around, 

And hail the Siſter fair, 


The Lark but trains his livid Throat, 
To bid the Maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his Note, 
The Sweetneſs of her Voice: 


| 
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The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Fora ſhe'll perfume, 
And ev'ry Flow'ret ſeems to ſay, 
I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous Youths her Charms proclaim 
From Morn to Eve their Tale; 
Her Beauty and unſpotted Fame 
Make vocal every Vale; 
The Stream meand'ring thro* the Mead, 
Her echo'd Name conveys ; 
And ev'ry Voice, and ev'ry Reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's Praiſe. 


No more ſhall blichſome Laſs and Swain 
| To mirthful Wake reſort, - 
Nor ev'ry May Morn on the Plain 
Advance in rural Sport : 


No more ſhall puſh the ping Rill, 
the 


Nor Muſick wake Grove, 
Nor Flocks look ſnow-like on the Hill, 


| When I forget to love, 


SONG CCCCXXVIII. 
more the feftive Train 1']1 join: 
Adieu! ye rural Sports, adieu! 
what, alas! have Griefs like mine 
ith Paſtimes or Delights to do? 
Hearts at Eaſe ſuch Pleaſurcs prove, 
| am all Deſpair and Love, 


| well-a-day ! how chang'd am I! 
hen late I ſeiz'd the rural Reed, 

oft my Strains, the Herds hard by 
od gazing, and forgot to feed; 

now my Strains no longer move, 
y re Diſcord all, Deſpair and Love. 


old around my ſtraggling Sheep, 
he faireſt once upon the Lea; 
Swain to guide, no Dog to keep, 


TO 


Shepherds mourn to ſee them rove; 
y ack the Cauſe, I anſwer, Love. 


gected Love firſt taught my Eyes 
th Tears of Anguiſh to o'ertlow ; 


nd turn d my Pipe to Notes of Woe ; 


A ColleHion 


/nſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 


that which fill'd my Breaſt with Sighs, 


of Favourite New Songs. 


IJ 


Love has occaſion'd all my Smart, 
Diſpers'd my Flock, and broke my Heart. 


| SO NG CCCCXXIX. 
ROLIC and free, for Pleaſure born, 
Dull, ſelf-denying Fools I ſcorn : 


| The proffer'd Bliſs I ne'er refuſe, 


"Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 


Loy'ft thou, my Friend? I love at Sight : 
Drink'ſt thou? this Bumper does thee Right: 


At Random with the Stream I flow, 
And play my Part, wherc'er I go. 
But, God of Sleep, ſince we muſt be 


Oblig'd to give ſome Hours to thee ; 
Invade me not, while the full Bowl 


| Glows in my Cheeks, and warms my Soul! 


Be that the only Time to ſnore, 


| When I can laugh and drink no more 


Short, very ſhort, be then thy Reign, 


| For I'm in Haſte to live again, 
But, oh! if melting in my Arms, 


The Nymph belov'd, with all her Charms, 
In ſome ſoft Dream ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denics ; 


259 


Gently 
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Gentle Slumber, prithee ſtay! 
Slowly, flowly, bring the Day! 
May no rude Noiſe my Bliſs deftroy ! 
Such ſweet Deluſion's real Joy. 


SONG CCCCXXX. 
P HE plitt'ring Sun begins to riſe 
On yonder Hill, and paints the Skies ; 
The Lark his warbling Matin ſings ; 
Each Flow'r in all it's Beauty ſprings; 
The Village up, the Shepherd tries 
His Pipe, and to the Woodland hies. 


Oh! that on th' enamell'd Green 
My Delia, lovely Maid, were ſeen; 
_ Freſher than the Roſes Bloom, 
Swecter than the Meads Perfume. 


Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs away, 

To Delia's Ear the tender Notes convey : 

As ſome lone Turtle his loſt Love deplores, 

And with ſhrill Echoes fills the ſounding Shores ; 
So I, like him abandon'd and forlorn, , : 
With ceaſcleſs Plaints my abſent Delia mourn, 
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Go, gentle Gales, and bear my Sighs along: 
| The Birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their Ev'ning Sony, 


| Not bubbling Fountains to the thirſty Swain, 


| He ask'd me to let him go with me there; 
No Harm ſhall come to you, young Damſel, I ſye 


To go with him farther I did not much care; 


For I dream'd of a Fairing to come from the Fa 


The Winds to blow, the waving Woods to mot 
| a | 
And Streams to murmur, e'er | ceaſe to love: 


Nor balmy Slcep ro Lab'rers ſpent with Pain, 
Nor Show'rs to Larks, nor Sunſhine to the Bee, 
Are half ſo pleaſing as thy Sight to me. 


SONG CCCCXXXAI. 

SI went o'er the Meadows, no matter the [ 

A Shepherd I met who came tripping that 

J was going to Fair all ſo bonny and gay. 


IU buy you a Fairing to put in your Hair. 
You've a good Way to go, it is more than 2 Ni 
We'll reſt, if you pleaſe, when we get to yon dt 


I've a Story to tell, that will charm you the while 


Bur ſtill I went on, not ſuſpecting a Snare; 


eat ned to leave him, unleſs he'd be good; 

I'd not for the World he ſhou'd dare to be rude, 
g Roger had promis'd, and baulk'd me laſt Year; 
ſhould do ſo, I would go no more there, 


'L long'd &'cr ſo much for a Gift from the Fair. 


reſs'd my ſoft Lips, as if there he would grow: 
e care how that Way with a Skepherd you go.) 
founded I ran, when J found out his Snare: 
Ribbon, I cry'd, from fuch Hands will I wear, 
po, while I live, for a Gift to the Fair. 


t SONG -CCCCXXAII. -- - 

E fair married Dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a Lover once bleſs'd is a Lover no more; 
nd to my Counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
Prudence muſt cheriſh what Beauty has caught. 


Bloom of your Cheek, and the Glance of yourEye, 
Ir Roſes and Lilies, may make the Men ſigh: 
Roſes and Lillies, and Sighs paſs away, 

Zlon will die, as your Beancier decay, 
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jake me more eaſy, he ſaid all he cou'd ; 


en we got to the Stile, he would ſcarce be ſaid no; 
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Uſe the Man that you wed like your fav'rite Guĩttar; 
Tho' Muſic in both, they are both apt to jar: 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate Touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much 


The Sparrow and Linnet will feed from your Hand, 
Grow tame by your Kindneſs, and come ar Command: 
Exert with your Husband the ſame happy Skill; 

For — your Birds, may be tam'd to your 


Be gay and good-humour'd, comply ing and kind; 


Turn the chief of your Care from your Face to your 
Mind; 55 | 


Tis there that a Wife may her page 4 your improve, 


And Hymen ſhall rivet the Fetters of Love. 
SONG CCCCXXXIIL. 


Pi to Death we will compare; 

For ſure, to thoſe who love ſincere, 

| So dreadful is the Pain ; 

Such Doubts, ſuch Horrors, rend the Mind: 


| But, oh! when adverſe Fate grows kind, 


How ſweet to meet again! To 
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To thoſe try'd Hearts, and thoſe alone, 
W ho have the Pangs of Abſence known, 
The bliſsful Change is giv'n ; 
And who-'—— Oh! who, wou'd not endure 
The Pangs of Death, if they were ſure 
To reap the Joys of Heay'n } 


SONG CCCCXXXIV, 


WEET Echo, ſweeteſt Nymph that liv'ſt unſeen 
Within thy airy Cell, 
By ſlow Mæander's Margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd Vale, 
| Where the love-lorn Nightingale 
Nightly to thee her ſad Song mourneth well; 
an'ſt thou not tell me of a gentle Pair 
That likeſt thy Narciſſus are:? 
O! if you have 


Hid them in ſome flow'ry Cave, +64 


Tell me but where, 
Sweet 
So may'ft thou be tranſlated to the Skies, 


And, give reſounding Grace to all Heay'n's Harmonies. 
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| SONG CcccxxxXv. 


OVE's the Tyrant of the Heart, 
Full of Miſchief, full of Woe ; 
All his Joys are mixt with Smart; 

Thorns beneath his Roſes grow: 
And Serpent-like he ftings the Breaſt, 
Where he is harbour'd and careſs'd. 


S8 $O N G ceccxxxvl. 
Pilires Charms poor Damon took; 
How eager he for Billing! 


acecen of Parley, Daughter of the Sphere; 


When, lo! the Nymph the Swain forſook, 
To ſhew her Pow'r of Killing : 

In either Eye ſhe ſheath'd a Dart ; 

Ke felt it, never doubt him: 

Odrxooks! a Man were thro' the Heart, 


Ere he cou'd look about him. 


But mark the End —with Scythe ſo ſharp 
Time o er the Forehead ſtruck her; 

And all her Charms began to warp— 

Then ſhe was in a Pucker: 


then began to rave and curſe, 

Her Time ſhe paſs'd no better ; 

till had Hopes, ere bad grew worſe, 
Some somely Swain might get her. 


lira, eviry Lad ſhe meets, 

Now makes an am'rous Trial ; 

ezch with Scorn her Warmneſs treats ; 

Each frowns in cold Dental. _ 
quertes, take Warning; change your Tune; 
This woeful Caſe remember: : 5 5 
e Redfellow you flight in June, 

You'll wiſh for in December. 


SONG CCCCXXXVII. 
RECITATIVE, accompany d. 
Eneath this ſad and ſilent Gloom 
Ji waſte in Sighs my youthful Bloom; 
not the Shades that baniſh Day, 
ie Lydia's brighter Form away. 
eaſy Shape, her lovely Mien, 
autroctive Smile of Beauty's Queen, 
ſparkling Eyes, her flow ing Hair, 
it ſo ſmart, ſo ſoft an Air, 
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The ſpightful Gods contriv'd for Ruin, 
And deck'd her thus for my Undoing. 


AIR. 


Lovely Maid, all Charms adorning, 
Born to give ſupreme Delight, 
Fairer than the roſy Morning, 
Or the ſilver Queen of Night; 
Why ungrateful doſt thou leave me ? 
Stay, thou cruel Fair One! ſtay: 
Death attends, if thou deceive me— 
Lydia, why ſo far away? 


RECITATIVE, accompany'd. 


dream, or her unequall'd Charms 
Are folded in my Rival's Arms : 
See ſhe claſps the happy Boy. 
Anguiſh waſte, 
Light'ning blaſt, 
Tortures rend him, 
Death attend him, 


Ere he taſte the riſing Joy! RECI- 
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Mo—let him triumph, let him prize 


The faithleſs Wretch whom I deſpiſe, 


| AIR. 
Wander, Lydia—ſo will I, 
And to nobler Conqueſts fly : 
| Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing, 
Gay and airy, 
Born to var Ys 5 
Soon the treach'rous Fair ſhall ſee 
I can be falſe as well as ſhe. 


SONG CCCCXXXVIIL. 


WA Beaus to pleaſe the Ladies write, 
Or Bards, to get a Dinner by't, 

Their well-feign'd Paſſions tell; 

Let me in humble Verſe proclaim 

My Love for her, who bears the Name 

Of charming Kitty Fell. 


Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, * 


Oh! — charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 


* 
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| 


And now I find "cis all in vain, 


That Kitty's beautiful and young, 
That ſhe has danc'd, that ſhe has ſung, 
Alas! I know full well: 
I feel, and I ſhall ever feel, 
The Dart more ſharp than pointed Steel, 
That came from Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


Of late I hop'd, by Reaſon's Aid, 
To cure the Wounds which Love had made, 
And bade a long Farcwel : 
But t'other Day ſhe croſs'd the Green; 
I ſaw, I wiſh I had not ſeen, 
My charming Kitty Fell. 
Charming Kitty, &c. 


I ask'd her why ſhe paſs'd that Way : 
To Church, ſhe cry'd —1 cannot ſtay: 
Why, don't you hear the Bell! 
To Church Oh! take me with thee there, 
I pray'd : ſhe wou'd not hear my Prayer, 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 
Cruel Kitty, ec. 


— 2 


I live to love, and too complain, Conden 


Condemn'd in Chains to dwell : 

r tho” ſhe caſts a ſcornful Eye, 

Death my fault'ring Tongue will cry 
Adieu! dear Kitty Fell. | 

Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty. 

Adieu, ſweet Kitty, Kitty Fell. 

SONG CCCCXXXNIX. 

HAT beauteous Scenes enchant my Sight! 
How cloſely yonder Vine | 

es round that Elm's ſupporting Height 

Her wanton Ringlets twine ! 

hat Elm (no more a barren Shade) 

| with her Cluſters crown'd ; 

nd that fair Vine, without his Aid, 

Had crept along the Ground. 


tthis, my Fair One, move thy Heart 
Connubial Joys to prove; 

ſet mark what Age and Care impart, 
Nor thoughtleſs ruſh on Love : 

ow thy own Bliſs, and joy to hear 
/ertumnus loves thy Charms, 

he youthful God that rules the Year, 
and keeps thy Groves from Harms. 


—— — 
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| While ſome with thor:-liv'd Paſſion 


| On him alone thy Hear: beſtow, 


| So ſhall thy Trees, from Blaſts ſecure, 


The Grape's nectareous Juices quaff, 
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plow, 1 
His Love remains the ſame; | 


And crown his conſtant Flame : 
So ſhall no Froſt's untimely Pow'r 
Deform the blooming Spring ; 


Their wonted Tribute bring. 

SONG CCCCXKL. 
EOS. A © 

WW LE others barter Eaſe for State, 

| And fondly aim at growing Great, 

Let me (with roſy Chaplets crown'd) 

Stretch'd on the flow'r-enamell'd Ground, 

Alternate ſing, and love, and laugh. 

Already ſee the purple Juice | 

Reſplendant o'er my Cheek diffuſe 


A ſecond Youth ! Again, the Bowl 
Wich warm Deſires inflames my Soul. 


"KEETCTEFATIV EE: 


| Quickly, ah quickly! muſt I leave 


The Joys which Wine and Beauty give : 
Aa Soon 


466 A Colliflion of Favourite New Songs.” 


Soon muſt I quit my wonted Mirth, 
And mingle with my Parent Earth; 
Where Kings, diveſted of their State, 
With Slaves ſuſtain a common Fate. 
AIR. 
Let then the preſent Hour be mĩne, 
Bleſt in the Joys of Love and Wine: 
Come, ye Virgin Throng, advance, 
And mingle in the ſprightly Dance: 
To the Lyre's enchanting Sound 
Nimbly tread the blichſome Round; 
While the genial Bowl inſpires 
Soft Delight and gay Deſires. 


SO NG CCCCXLI. 


TN all the Sex ſome Charms I find; 
I love to try all Womankind, 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty, 
The Fair, the Smart, the Witty. 
In Cupid's Ferters, moſt ſevere, 
I languiſh'd out a long, long Year, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty, 
The Slave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling Chain, 
And ſwore that Love was endleſs Pain, 


One conſtant Scene of Folly, 
One conſtant, &#c. 
[ vow'd no more to wear the Yoke, 
But ſoon 1 felt a ſecond Stroke, | 
And ſigh'd for blue-ey'd Molly, 
And ligh'd, &c. | 


With Treſſes next of flaxen Hue, 
Young Jenny did my Soul ſubdue, 
That lives in yonder Valley, 
Thar lives, c. 
Then Cupid threw another Snare, 
And caught me in the curling Hair 
Of little tempting Sally, 
Of little, Oe. | 


Adorn'd with Charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving Heart from Bondage ſprung, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle, 
This Heart of yielding Mettle : 
And now 1t wanders here and there, 
By Turns the Prize of Brown and Fair, 
But never more will ſettle, 
But never more will ſettle, 


$0 NG - CCCCALLI. 
Sother Day milking I ſat in the Vale, 


Young Damon came up, to addreſs his ſoft Tale, 


iden, I Rarted, and gave him a Frown ; 
hefrighted my Cow, and my Milk was kick'd down. 


i bleſs me ! ſays I, what a-deuce can you mean, 
ome thus upon me, unthought-of, unſeen ! 

er will approve of the Love you pretend ; 

s Miſchief began, perhaps Miſchief may end, 


le thought now, he'd his Paſſion advance ; 

pretty Excuſes made up the Miſchance: 
beg d a kind Kiſs, which I gave him, I vow; 
j1 laid, my own ſelf, all the Fault on my Cow. 


many Ways Love can the Boſom invade ! 
Bait prov'd too ftrong, alas! for a Maid : 
hinted that Wedlock was what he'd be at; 
[thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that, 


iter all over whene'er he comes nigh; 

if he ſhould preſs, I ſhou'd ſurcly comply, 

Incer ſhall be angry, my Heart itſelf tells, 
de flings down my Milk, or does any Thing elſe. 


) 
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| 


80 NG ceccxLlIII. 
A DIALOGUE. 
* 5 5 
A8 TE, haſte, ev'ry Nymph, and each Swain to 
the Grove; 25 | 
For Venus is there, *tis the Seaſon for Love: 
Obey the kind Summons; for, if ſhe's defy*d, ED 
Your Boldneſs ſhe'll conquer, and puniſh y our Pride, 
She. | 
Oh hear me, ye Fair Ones, nor heedlefsly run; 
The Path to Delight is the Road you ſhould ſhun: 
Fly far from the Grove if Venus be there; 
Her Summons is cruel, her Smiles are a Snare. 
| 8 | 
Sure Nature was never averſe to Delight; 
WherePleaſure is preſent, Fear ſoon takes itsFlight : 


Proud Nymph, if by Kindneſs you cannot be warm'd, 


Remember that Venus her Cupid has arm'd. 
She, | 5 
I fear not his Vengeance, his Bow, nor his Darts; 


Tis credulous Folly that ſoftens our Hearts: 
AS © | | 


But 
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But Virtue's the Shield, thoſe Hearis can ſecure, 
And Paſlion's a Sickets Diſcre:ion can cure. 


He. | 


Diſcretion ! why Venus would laugh at the Name: 


If once in your Boſom ſhe kindles a Flame, 

In ſpire of yourſelf, you would hie to the Grove; 

For Reaſon can't ſtruggle gainſt Nature and Love. 
| | She. | 

Go, leave me, Deceiver, let Reaſon prevail; 

*Gain'ſt Nature and Paſſion let Fear turn the Scale, 

„„ | 
Nay, Traitor, forbear ; I'm to Honour a Slave, 
Nay, Faireſt, be kinder; to Love I'm a Slave. 


SONG CCCCSLIV. 


HERE Virtue encircles the Fair, 
There Lillies and Roſes are vain 

Each Bloſſom muſt drop with Deſpair, 
Where Innocence takes up her Reign: 


No gaudy embelliſhing Arts 


The Fair One need call to her Aid, 
Who kindly by Nature imparts 
The Graces that Nature has made. 


T he Swain who has Senſe, muſt deſpiſe 
Each coquettiſh Art to enſnare; 


If timely ye'd wiſh to be wiſe, 


Attend to my Counſel, ye Fair; 
Let Virgins whom Nature has bleſt, 

Her ſovereign Dictates obey ; 
For Beauties by Nature expreſt 

Are Beauties that never decay. 


SONG CCCCXLV. 


O more, ye Swains, no more upbraid 
A Youth, by Love unhappy made; 
Your rural Sports are all in vain, 
To ſoothe my Care, or eaſe my Pain. 
Nor Shade of Trees, nor Sweets of Floy'rs, 
Can e' er redeem my happy Hours; 
When Eaſe forſakes the tortur'd Mind, 
What Pleaſure can a Lover find? 


Yer, if again you wiſh to ſee 

Your Damon till reftor'd and free, 
Go try to move the cruel Fair, 
And gain the ſcornful Czlia's Ear. 
But, oh! forbear with roo much Art 


To touch that dear relentleſs Heart, 
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| 


Rivals to my Fears ye prove, 
Jealouſy ſucceed to Love. 


SONG CCCCXLVI. 


HE Woodlark whiſtles through the Grove, 


Tuning the ſweeteſt Notes of Love 
o pleaſe his Female on the Spray; 

h'd by his Side, her little Breaſt 

ls with a Lover's Joy conſeſt, 

o hear and to reward the Lay. 


ne then, my Fair One, let us prove 
mm their Example how to love: 

or chiee the early Pipe I'll breathe ; 
d when my Flock return to Fold, 

«ir Shepherd to thy Boſom hold, 


SONG CCCCXLVIIL 

RECITATIVE. 

| 5 Delia, bleſt with ev'ry Grace, 

k iInvok'd ſoft Muſic's needleſs Aid, 
fletely conquer'd by her Face, 

dus gentle Strephon ſmiling ſaid ; 


ind crown him with the nuptial Wreath. 


Where partial Nature may deny 


AT Re 


The Pow'r of Beauty's melting Glance, : 


Let tedious Labour toil and try 


To ſwell the Song, or form the Dance; 
But let your Charms alone ſuffice, | 


| And truſt the Muſic of your Eyes. 


RECITATIVE. 


Damon, who chanc'd to over-hear, 

Thus ſpoke as he approach'd more near: 
He flatrers ; do not truſt the Swain, 

But liſten to my honeſt Strain, 


AIR: 
Wonders are told of Beauty's Pow'r, 
Nor faintly warms the tuneful Lay ; 
Your Voice and Perſon ev'ry Hour 


By Dozens ſteal our Hearts away: 
Then how trifling is the Prize, 


h | Since Fops have Ears, and Fools have Eyes! 


23 
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Ah 


ii 


. v70 | 
Ah! lovely Nymph, indeed to bleſs, 
Selcct the worthieſt Swain you've won; 
Who, prizing Sound and Colour leſs, 
Admires you for your Senſe alone ; 
Then leave all little Arts behind, 
And ſtudy to improve the Mind. 
SONG CCCCXLEVTI. 
HE San in virgin Luſtre ſhone, 
May Morning pur its Beauties on, 
The Warblers ſung in livelier Strain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd the Plain, 
And ſweeter Flow'rets deck'd che Plain ; 
When Love, a ſoft intruding Gueſt, 
That long had dwelt in Damon's Breaſt, 
Now whiſper'd to the Nymph, away, 
For this is Nature's Holiday, 
For this is Nature's Holiday, 


The tender Impulſe wing'd his Haſte ; 
The painted Mead he inſtant paſs'd, 

And ſoon the happy Cot he gain'd, 
Where Beauty ſlept, and Silence reign'd, 
Where Beauty, Gc. | 
Awake, my Fair, the Shepherd cries, 

To new-born Pleaſure ope thine Eyes: 
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_ Ariſe, my Sylvia, hail the May; 


For this 1s Nature's Holiday, 
For this, Oc. 


Forth came the Maid in Beauty bright, 
As Ph&bys in meridian Light: 
Entranc'd in Raprure, all confeſt, 

The Shepherd claſp'd her to his Breaſt, 
The Shepherd, Ec. 

Then, gazivg, with a ſpeaking Eye, 


He ſnatch'd a Kiſs, and heav'd a Sigh, 


A melting Sigh, that ſeem'd to ſay, 
Conſider, Youth's our Holiday, 


Conlider, &#c, 


Ah! ſoft, ſhe ſaid, for Pity's ſake ; 


What! kiſs me ere I'm well awake! 


For this ſo early came you here? 

And hail you thus the riſing Year? 
And hail, Oc. 

Sweet Innocence, oh! ceaſe to chide! 
We'll haſte to Joy, the Swain reply'd ; 
In Pleaſure's flow'ry Fields we'll tray, 


| And this ſhall be Love's Holiday, 
And this, &c. 


my — a, — — wy CO — 


— 


k crimſon Glow warm'd o'er her Cheek; 
he look'd the Thing ſhe dar'd not ſpeak : 
onſent own'd Nature's ſoft Command, 

And Damon ſeiz'd her trembling Hand, 
und Damox ſeiz'd her trembling Hand. 

is dancing Heart in Tranſport play'd ; 

To Church he led the bluſhing Maid, 
hen bleſs'd the happy Morn of May ; 

und now their Life's all Holiday: 

und now their Life's all Holiday. 


SONG CCCCXLIX, 
00 long a giddy wand'ring Vouth, 


From Fair to Fair I rov'd ; 

o ev'ry Nymph I vow'd my Truth, 
Tho' all alike I lov'd: 

et, when the Joy I wiſh'd was paſt, 
My Trurh appear'd a Jeſt: 

H truſt me, I'm convinc'd at laſt 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 

That Conſtancy is beſt. 
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Like other Fools, at female Wiles 
Twas my Delight to rail; 3 
Their Sighs, their Vows, their Tears, their Smiles, 
Were falſe, I thought, and frail: 0 
But, by Reflection's bright'ning Pow'r, 
I ſee their Worth confeſt; 
That Man cannot enough adore ; 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conftancy is beſt. 


The roving Heart at Beauty's Sight 
May glow with fond Deſire; 


Vet, tho' Poſſeſſion yield Delight, 


It damps the lawleſs Fire: 
But Love's celeſtial faithful Flames 
Still eatch from Breaſt to Breaſt; 
| While ev'ry home- felt Joy proclaims 
That Conſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


| No ſolid Bliſs from Change reſults, 


No real Raptures flow ; 
But, fix'd to one, the Soul exults, 


And taſtes of Heav'n below. 


With 
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Wich Love, on ew'ry gen'rous Mind, 
Is Truth's fair Form impreſt; 
And Reaſon dictates to Mankind, 
That Con ſtancy is beſt, 
That Conſtancy is beſt. 


33 S U N G CCcelL. 
Efend my Heart, ye Virgin Pow'rs, 
From am'rous Looks and Smiles, 


And ſhield me, in my gayer Hours, 


From Love's deſtructive Wiles : 
In vain let Sighs and melting Tears > 
_ Employ their moving Art, 
Nor may deluſive Oaths and Pray'rs 

E'er triumph o'er my Heart. 


My calm Content and virtuous Joys 

May Envy ne'er moleſt, 

Nor let ambitious Thoughts ariſc 
Within my peaceful Breaſt; 

Yer may there ſuch a decent State, 
Such unaffected Pride, 

As Love and Awe at once create, 

My Words and Actions guide. 


| 


Let others, fond of empty Praiſe, 
Each wanton Arc diſplay, | 
While Fops and Fools in Raptures gaze, 
And ſigh their Souls away: 
Far other Dictates I purſue, 
(My Bliſs in Virtue plac'd) 
And ſeek to pleaſe the wiſer Few, 


| Who real Worth can taſte. 


SONG CCCCLI. 
HE wicked Wits, as Fancy hits, 
All ſatirize the Fair; | 


| In Proſe and Rhyme, in Strains ſublime, 


Their Foibles they declare: 

The Kind are bold, the Chaſte are cold; 
Theſe prudiſh, thoſe to free: 

Ve curious Men, come, tell us then, 

What ſhould a Woman be? 

W hat ſhould a Woman be 2 


But hard's the Task, and vain to ask, 
Where Optics are untrue ; 
The Muſe ſhall here th* Indicted clear, 


| And prove the Crimes on you: 


Rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, 
n whom his Wiſh was plzc'd ; 

Fool, deny'd, affects the Pride, 

nd rails, to be in Taſte, 

Ind rails, Oc. 


not like theſe the Men of Bliſs 
heir ſure Criterion fix: N 
Wiſdom cries, My Sons, ariſe, 
nd vindicate the Sex: 


theirs to prove thoſe Sweets of Love 


'hich others never ſhare ; 
evidence, that none have Senſe 
who adore the Fair, 

ut who, Cc. 855 


looming Race, with ev'ry Grace 
leſtially impreſt, | 

yours to quell the Cares that dwell 
thin the human Breaſt : 
kanty's Voice our Souls rejoice, 
Rapture wakes to Birth; 

Tove deſign'd th* enchanting Kind 
form an Heav'n on Earth, 

0 form, Sc. | | 
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| Oh! ev'ry Art to win the Heart, 

Ve dear Inſpirers, try; 

Each native Charm with Faſhion arm, 

| And let Love's Light'ning fly : 
And hence, ye Grave, your Counſels ſave, 
Which Youth but ſets at nought ; 

For Woman till will have her Will, 
And ſo I think ſhe ought, 
And ſo I think ſhe ought. 


SONG CCCCLIIL 


ITH Phæbus I often aroſe, | 
To feaſt on the Charms of the Spring, 
The Fragrance to ſmell of the Roſe, 5 
Or liſten to hear the Birds ſing: 
When Linnets exalted their Strains, 
The Muſic enchanted my Ear: 
My Eyes too were bleſs'd on the Plains 
With various ſweet Blooms of the Year, 


When Chloe ſhone ſmiling ſo gay, 


l there fix'd the Scene of Delight; 
I ay Thoughts ſhe engroſs'd all the Day, 
I ſaw her in Dreams all the Night: Still 
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Still muſing on Chloe I walk'd, 
My Harveſt no more in my Thought: 
Of nothing but Chloe I ralk'd ; 
Her Smiles were the Harveſt I ſought, 


No longer the Warblers could pleaſe ; 
No longer the Roſes look'd gay; 
For Muſic, and Sweetneſs, and Eaſe, 
Were loft, if my Love was away: 
I tun'd to her Beauties my Lays, 
I ſtudy'd each Art that could move; 
She took the kind Tribute of Praiſe, 
And paid it with Fondneſs and Love. 


SONG CCCCLIIL 
| True Content ! ſecure from Harms, 


What's all the World without thy Charms, 


Which ſtill allure to Reſt? 
Compar'd therewith, all earthly Joys 
Are empty, fading, trifling Toys: 

In thee Mankind is bleſt. 


Bereft of thee, no Monarchs have 
Such Pleaſure as the meancR Slave, 
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To whom thou giv'ſt Relief; | 
Tho Subjects ſhew profound Reſpect, 
Nor Duty wilfully neglect, 

Thy Abſence cauſes Grief. 


Come, then, thou pleaſing Beauty bright 


Reſide with me both Day and Night, 


Diſplay thy lovely Charms ; 
Be thou diffus'd within my Breaſt, 
And let me ftill ſecurely reſt 
Infolded in thy Arms. 


Thro' all the various Scenes of Life, 

Preſerve me free from envious Strife, 
On Heav'n ſtill to rely 

For true protecting Aid; and when 

Time terminates in Death, oh! then 
To thee, O Heav'n! to fly. 


SONG CCCCLIV. 


VOUNG Daphne was the prettieſt Maid 
The Eyes of Love cou'd ſee; | 


And but one Fault the Charmer had, 
Twas Cruelty to me, 
 *Twas Cruelty to me, 
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zwain that e*er the Nymph ador'd 
is fonder, or was younger; 

| when her Pity I implor'd, 
was, ſtay a little longer, 

Twas, &Fc. „ 


anc'd I met the blooming Fair, 
Ine May Morn in the Grove; 
en Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear, 
ow, now's the Time for Love, 


low, &c, 


pd the Maid; it wak'd her Pride: 
Nat! did I mean to wrong her! 

ſo, my gentle Dear, I cry'd; 

ut Love will tay no longer, 

ut Love, &c. 1 


n, kneeling at her Feet, I ſwore 

ow much I lov'd, how well; 

tat my Heart, which beat for her, 
th her ſhould ever dwell, 
th her, Oc. | 


| 


Conſent ſtood ſpeaking in the Eye 
Of all my Care's Prolonger: 
Yet Daphne utter'd with a Sigh, 
Oh! ſtay a little longer, 
Oh! ſtay, Oe. 


| The Conflict in her Soul I ſaw 


"Twixt Virtue and Deſire: 


| Oh! come, I cry'd, let Hymen's Law 


_ Give Sanction to Love's Fire, 


| Give Sanction, S. 
| Ye Lovers, gueſs how great my Joy! 


Cou'd Rapture well prove ftronger ? 
When Virtue ſpoke, in Daphne's Voice, 

You now—ſhall ſtay no longer, 

You now—ſhall ſtay no longer. 


SONG ccœcL VU. 
AVE me but a Wife; I expect not to find 


No Goddeſs for me; tis a Woman I prize, 


And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 
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EachVirtue andGrace in one Female combin'ds 


Be 
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Be ſhe young, ſhe's not ſtubborn, but eaſy to mold; 


Or the claims my Reſpect, like a Mother, if old: 


Thus either can pleaſe me, ſince Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Like Venus ſhe ogles, if ſquinting her Eye; 

If blind, ſhe the Roving of mine cannot ſpy : 
Thus either is lovely; for Woman 1 prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe. 


If rich be my Bride, ſhe brings Tokens of Love; 
If poor, then the farther from Pride my Remove : 
Thus either contents me; for Woman I prize, 

And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wile. 


I ne'er ſhall want Converſe, if Tongue ſhe poſleſs ; 


And if mute, till the Rarity pleaſes no leſs : 
I'm ſuited to either; for Woman I prize, 
And he that ſeeks more is more curious than wiſe, 


Then ceaſe, ye Profane, on the Sex to deſcant : 


If you've Wit ro diſcern, of Charms they've no Want: 


Each Fair can make happy, if Woman we prize, 
And he that ſeeks more 1s more curious than wiſe. 


The Girl who on Beauty depends for Support 


SO NG CCCCLVI. 
VE Belles, and ye Flirts, and ye pert little Thi 
Who trip in this frolicſome Round, 
Pray tell me from whence this Indecency ſprings, 
The Sexes at once to confound ? 
What means the cock'd Hat, and the maſculine i 
With each Motion deſign'd to perplex ? 
Bright Eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And Softneſs the Teſt of your Sex—dear Girlz 
And Sofineſs the Teſt of your Sex. 


May call ev*ry Art to her Aid; 
The Boſom diſplay'd, and the Petticoat ſhort, 
Are Samples ſhe gives of her Trade: 
But you on whom Fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom Pride has preſerv'd from the Snare, 
Shou'd flily attack us with Coyneſs and Wiles, 
Not with open and inſolent Air—brave Girls, 
Not with, &7c, 


The Venus, whoſe Statue delights all Mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the View, 

And kindly ſhou'd ſeem by the Artiſt deſign'd 
To ſerve as a Model for you. | T 


Then learn, with her Beauties, to copy her Air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: | 
Our Fancies will paint what you cover with Care, 


And double each Charm you conceal—1weet Girls, 
And double, &#c. 5 


ö 


The Bluſhes of Morn, and the Mildneſs of May, 
Are Charms which no Art can procure; 

Oh! be but yourſelves, and our Homage we'll pay, 
And your Empire is ſolid and ſure : 

But if, IAmaxon like, you attack your Gallants, 
And put us in Fear of our Lives, 

You may do very well for Siſters or Aunts; 


| 


[ 


Believe me, you'll never be Wives—poor Girls, 1 | 


Believe me, you'll never be Wives. 


SONG CCCCLVII. 


OFT pleaſing Pains, unknown before, 
„My beating Boſom feels, 
hen I beheld the bliſsful Bow'r 
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That Way I daily drive my Flock; 
Ah! happy, happy Vale! 

There look, and wiſh ; and while I look, 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale, 
My Sighs increaſe the Gale. 


Sometimes at Midnight I do ftray 
Beneath inclement Skies, 
And there my true Devotion pay 
To Delia's ſleep-ſeal'd Eyes: 
So pious Pilgrims nightly roam, 

With tedious Travel faint, 
To kiſs alone the clay-cold Tomb 
Of ſome lov'd fav'rite Saint, 
Of ſome, Oc. | 


O tell, ye Shades, that fold my Fair, 
And all my Bliſs contain, 


Ah! why ſhould ye thoſe Bleſſings ſhare, 
For which I ſigh in vain? | 


But let me not at Fate repine, 


And thus my Grief impar: : 
She's not your Tenant—ſhe is mine; 


4 Where deareſt Delia dwells, 


Her Manſion is my Heart, 
| N Manſion is my Heart. 
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SONG. CCCCLVIIL 


URE Sally is the loyelieft Laſs 
That cer gave Shepherd Glee ; 
Not AMay-day, in its Mornirg-drefs, 
Is half fo it as ſhe: 


Ler Ports paint the Paphian Queen, 


And kane y'd Forms adore ; 
Ye Bards, had ye my Sally ſeen, 
You'd think on thoſe no more. 


No more ye'd prate of Has Hill, 
W here Rees their Honey ſip, 

Did bf by krow the Sweers that dwell 
On Sally's love- taught Lip: 

But ah! rake heed, ye runeful Swaine, 
The ripe Temptation ſhun ; 

Or elſe like me you'll wear her Chains, 
Like me you be nndone. 


Once in my Cor ſecure I flepr, 
And Lark-like hail'd the Morn : . 
More ſportive than the Kid I kept, 
I wanton'd o'cr the Lawn: 


To ev'ry Maid Lov--tales I told, 
And did my Truth aver; 

Yer e1+ the parting Kiſs was cold 
1 laugh d at Love and her, 


Bu! now the gloomy Grove I ſeek, 
Where love-lorn Shepherds fray ; 


There to the Winds my Grief I ſpeak, 


And hgh my Soul away: 
Nowght bit D-\pair my Fancy paints, 
No Dawn of Hope I ſee 


For Sally's pleas'd with my Complaints, 


And laughs at Love and me, 


Since theſe my poor neglected Lambs, 
So late my only Care, 

Have loft their render fleecy Dams, 
And Rray'd 1 know not where: 

Alas! my Ewes, in vain ye bleat ; 
My Lambkins loft, adien | 

No more we on the Plains ſhall meer, 


For loft's your Shepherd too. 
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SONG CCCCLIX. We went ro Church with hearty Glee, 
ET others Uamor's Praile rehcearley | O Love propitious ſtill! | 
Or Colin's at their Will; May ev'ry Nymph be bleſt, like me 
dean to ſings, in ruſtic Verie, Wich Strehhon of the Hill. 


[Young Strephon of the Hill. | 
once I fat beneath a Shade, SONG Cc. X. 


Beſide a purling Rill ; | HEN all the Attic Fire was fled, 
'ho hou'd my Solitude invade, And all the Roman V tc dead, | 
Bat Styephon of the Bill? | Poor Freedom loft her Scat, | 

; ; 5 Poor Frredom loſt her Sear ;; 
etapd my Shoulder, ſnatch'd a Kiſs ; The Gothic Mantle ſpread a Night, 
| cou'd not take ic ll, 5 | That damp'd fair Virtue fading Lighit; 
or nothing ſure is done amiſs The Muſes loſt their Mate, 
By Strephon of the Hill. | The Muſes loft their Mate. 


ſent, O lovely Maid“ he cry'd, | | | 
Nor aim thy Swain to kill; _ [Where ſhould they wander ? what new Shore 
nent this [Day to be the Bride Had yet a Laurel left in ore: | 

Of Strephon of che Hill, Vo this bleft Iſle they fNieer, 

. a0 _ bleſt Ifle they ſteer. 

Yo oon the Parnaſhan Choir was heard 

dee how they ſit and bill; doom Virtue's + 9 Form appcar'd, : 

(yet your Time ſhall pals away And Freedom {yon was here, 

With Streß hon of the Hill, | And Freedom ſoon was here. 


by | The 


d'erye the Doves on vonder Spray, 
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The lazy Monk has loft his Cell, 14 Gown made of the fineſt Wool, 
Religion rings her hallow'd Bell, Which from our pretty Lambs we pull; 
| She calls thee now by me, lf theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 

She calls thee now by me. Come, live with me, and be my Love. 
Hark, hark, hark, her Voice all plaintive ſounds, 5 | 
See, ſee, ſee, ſhe receives a thouſand Wounds, Fair lined Slippers for the Cold, 

If ſhiclded not by thee, With Buckles of the pureſt Gold; 

If ſhielded not by thee. IA Belt of Straw and Ivy Buds, 
155 | With Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs: 

85 SONG CcccLXI. | The Shepherd Swains ſhall dance and ſing, 

OME, live with me, and be my Love, For thy Delight cach May Morning : 

And we will all the Pleaſures prove, If theſe Delights thy Mind may move, 
That Hills and Vallies, Dales and Fields, Then live with me, and be my Love. 
And Groves and craggy Mountains yields: | 

There will we fit upon the Rocks, | SONG CCCCLXIL 
And ſee the Shepherds feed their Flocks 3 F that the World and Love were young 
Near ſhallow Rivers, by whoſe Falls, | And Truth in ev'ry Shepherd's Tongue, 
Melodious Birds ſing Madrigals. | Theſe pretty Pleaſures might me move, 

: To live with thee, and be thy Love. 
There will I make a Bed of Roſes, Time drives the Flocks from Field to Fold, 
With a Thouſand fragrant Poſies; When Rivers rage and Rocks grow cold, 
A Cap of Flowers, beſides a Kirtle, And Philomel becometh dumb, ö 
Embroider'd all with Leaves of Myrtle; : The reſt complain of Cares to come, 
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be Flowers all fade, and wanton Fields 
wayward Winter's Reckoning yields, 
Honey Tongue, a Heart of Gall, 
Fancy's Spring, but Sorrow's Fall. 


by Gown, thy Shoes, thy Bed of Roſes, - 


by Cap, thy Kirtle and thy Poſies; 
me break, ſome wither, ſome forgotten, 
Folly ripe, in Reaſon rotten, 


hy Belt of Straw, and Ivy Buds, 
hy Coral Claſps, and Amber Studs; 
|| theſe in me no Means can move, 
o come to thee and be thy Love. 


ad Joys no Date, nor Age no Need, 
hen theſe Delights my Mind might move, 
0 live with thee, and be thy Love. 


SONG CCCCLXUT. 
AST Time I ſaw my Chloe's Eyes, 
As uſual firſt our Talk was Love; 
ut ſuddenly as Topicks riſe, 
do we to other Subjects moye: 


t could Youth laſt, and Love ſtill breed, 


| 


I ask'd if ſhe had din'd? on what? 
For nought with us amiſs is: 

She to my Queſtion anſwer'd pat, 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kiſſes. 


Now cou'd you think I'm jealous grown! 
Indeed tis true as I am here; 
But yet on me ſhe ne'er did frown : 


Then Rivals I've no need to fear. 


Yer till, alas! 'twould pierce my Breaſt 
\ If aught I've done amiſs is; 

{ To make her with another Feaſt, 
On Bread and Cheeſe, and Kitlcs. 


Come Hymen, God of nuptial Band, 
And light to Hymeneal Bliſs ; 

| I have a Heart, I have a Hand; 

A Dowry good, I'll give her theſe : 


To that all Wealth amiſs is; 
| Poſſcſs'd of her, content I'd live, 


| On Bread and Chceſe, and Kiſſes. 
Bbz 


W hart is more choice than Truth to give, 


a8 1 


SONG 


482 


SONG CCCCLAXIV. 
HEN April Day began to riſe, 

I ſaunter'd o'er the verdant Mead, 
And lovely Sally caſt her Eyes, 

Where'er my verdant Footſteps led: 
All fall of Mirth appear'd the Fair, 

Upon the Margin of a Pool; 
She beckon'd, but as I drew near, 

She laughing call'd me April Fool. 


I ſhook my poor unthinking Head, 
That never dreamt on April Day; 
However to myſelf I ſaid, 

Young Maid I'll toon this Trick repay : 
She ask'd me why I ſtupid flood, 

Like ſome poor frighted Boy at School? 
Becauſe the Goddeſs of the Fiood, 

Says I, makes me an pril Fool. 


Oh, la! ſaid ſhe, fine Words indeed, 
Enough to win a Maiden's Heart; 

Come Collin ſound thy oaten Reed, 
And play a Love-Tune ere we part, 


- = 
WW LEY * 
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| 
| 


| 


Ele. © 


| She. Ah! Collin, my Heart was about to comply, 


1 drew my Pipe, which pleas'd her well, [ 


Nor would 1 Jet her Fonducſs cool; 
We kiſßs'd and play'd, but muſt not tell, 

How ſhe was made an April Fool. 

88 Q N G-- CCCCLXV. © 
COLLIN and PHILLIS. 
A DIALOGUE 

EAR Phillis, ſweet Girl, be now Kind n 

| my Pain, 7” l 
Nor ſuffer me longer to court you in vain; 
And Fil love you ſincerely for ever, 


And l'il love you ſincerely for ever. 
And I'll love, &c. | 


H 


But what my Hope wiſhes, my Fears will deny 
I can never be yours! 
He. What never! 
She. No never ! 1 can never be yours! 


He. What never! Ve 


She, No never! I nc'er can be yours! 
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He. Fye, Phillis, how can you ſtill trifle with Love? | That Collin will love me; 
Away with your Fears, and my Paſſion approve; e For ever. = 
When I tell you, I love you for ever, She. You never, ſure never, will leave me? 
When I tell you, I love you for ever. He. No never! N e 
When [ tell you, &c. | She, You never, ſure never, will leave me? 
| He. No never, no never, will leave you, 
She. Fye, Collin, how can you ſtill teaze me in vain, 8 SONG ccecLXVI. 


When I told you before, and I tell you again, 
can never be your's;  _ 1 

H: What never! 

ge. No never! I can never be your's ! 

He, What never | | 1 

Se, No never! I ne'er can be you's! 


HE fam'd Poets of Greece, 
Were bur all of a Piece, 
And pretended the Gift of ſome God; 
Let, believe me, their Art, 
Was at length ro impart,  _ 
Something Whimſical, Clever and Odd, 


So with Moderns we find, 
Thar this Vein of the Mind 
Reigns from Monarchs quire dowa to the Clod ; 
And tho' Palaces firike, 
Yer the Cottage alike, 
Has its Pleaſures becauſe it is Odd, 


e. Then away with my Doubts, I can fondly believe E'en the Prude, in her Way, 
That Collin his Phillis will never deccive. Cries, each Foul has his Day; 
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e. Then adieu to all Joy, my Heart will ſure break 
If my Phillis denies, what J fondly did ſeek, 
can never be happy, no never, 
I can never be happy, no never. 
I can never, Sc. 


ny 
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So for once I will follow the Mode: 
Let us quit the dull Sage; 
And ſince Cares don't engage, 
I'll be Chear ful becauſe it is Odd. 


Nay the Wife, who from Home 
Scarce can venture to roam, 
For this once too will venture Abroad; 
And, tho' Husbands will rule, 
Vet ſhe cries, I'm a Fool, 
If to Day I cant dare to be Odd. 


Thus odd Folks under Heav'n, 
May of odd Things make even, 
And of all my Expence eaſe the Load: 
Then, for my ſake, this Day, 
Leave your Cares as they may, 


And to Mar ybone come——and be Odd. 


S Q NG CCCCLXVII. 


'LL to ſome ſhady cool Retreat, 


Where ſpreading Trees conſpire to meet, 


Jo hide my Bluſh while I repeat, 


| 


The Love I bear my Collin : 
Name all that's amiable in Love, 
My Collin amply doth improve; 

The ſacred Truth of Heaven above, 

Is center'd in my Collin. 


Was I poſieſs'd of Monarchs Lands, 


Of eaſtern Shores, or golden Sands; 

No one ſhould ſhare in Hymen's Bands, 
With me but lovely Collin: 

With him beneath a Myrtle Seat, 

I'll fing and bleſs my happier Fate, 

Than ſeated on a Throne of State, 
With any one but Collin. 


So long as Satan's Glaſs ſhall run, 


Or Perſians hail the riſing Sun, 
Or till my Thread of Life is ſpun, 
So long ſhall I love Collin - 
And when 1 the parting Kiſs, 
In Death I'll cheer my Heart with this; 
That I ſhall meet in future Bliſs, 
Again with thee my Collin. 


SONG 


S O N G.. CCCCLXVUT: . - 
EE John and his Maſter as together they paſs, | 
Or ſee them admiring themſelves in a Glas ; 
Lach cocks fierce his Hat, each ſtruts and looks big, 
0:h have Lace on their Coat, and a Bag to their Wig : 
oth ſwear and both rartle, both game and both drink, 
EW hen neither can write, or can read, or e*er think; 
day then, where the Difference lies, if you can! 
Fath, Widows, you'd give it on the Side of the Man. 


8 O NG - CCCCL.XIX. 
E true honeſt Britons, who love your own Land, 
Whoſe Sires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and 
free; | 
Who always beat France when they took her in Hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in Chorus with me; 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in Chorus with me, 


Let us ſing our own Treaſures, Old England's good 
Sheer, | 


The Profics and Pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh Beer ; 
our Winestipling, Dram-fipping Fellows, retreat, 


But your Beer-drinking Britons can never be beat, 
But your, e. | 
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The French with their Vineyards are meagre and pale, 
They drink of the Squeezings of half-ripen'd 
| Fruit; . | 

But we who have Hop-grounds to mellow our Ale, 


Are roſy and plump, and have Freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c. 


Shou'd the French dare invade us thus arm'd with 


our Poles, | 


We'll bang their bare Ribs, make their lantern 
Jaws ring; 


For your Beef- eating, Beer-drinking Britons are 


Souls, 


Who will ſhed their laſt Drop for their Country 


and King, 
Let us ſing, Oc. 


SONG CCCCLAS. 


Mrs. Vincent. 
OME, ye party-jangling Swains, 
Leave your Flocks, and quit the Plains; 
Friends to Country, or to Court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your Sport. 


Chorus, 
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Chorus. 
Ever welcome to our Feaſt, 
Welcome cv'ry friendly Gueſt, 


Mr, Lowe. 
Sprightly Widows, come away ; 
Laughing Dames, and Virgins gay ; 
Little gaudy flutt'ring Miſſes, 
Smiling Hopes of future Bliſſes. 
Ever welcome, Ec. . 


| Mrs. Collett. 

All that rip'ning Sun can bring, 
Beauteous Summer, beauteous Spring, 
In one varying Scene we ſhow, 


The Green, the Ripe, the Bud, the Blow. 


Ever welcome, Sc 


Miſs Davis. 
Comus jeſting, Muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, Beauty warming; 
Rape and Party-malice dies, 
Peace returns, and Diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our Feaſt, 


Welcome ev'ry friendly Gueſt. 


— 


The Rich grind the Poor, is a Saying of Old; 


SONG CCCCLXNI. 
HERE's Grinders enough, Sirs, of ev*ry Degre: 
From jew el-deck'd Great, to low Poverty; 
Whatever the Station,. it ſharpens the Senſe, 
And the Wheel goes round, to wind in the Pence. 
Maſter-grinders enough at the Helm you may find 
Tho' I'm but a Journeyman — Knives to grind, 


Whatever the Stateſman may think of himſelf, 
He turns Fortunes Wheel in Purſuit of the Pelf; 
He grinds Back and Edge, Sire, his Ends to obtain 
And his Country may ſtarve, ſo he pockets the Gain 
Maſter-grinders, &. 


The Merchant the Trade ſman, we need not be told 

Whether Pagan, qiahometan. Chriſtian you be, 

There's Grinders of ali Sorts, of cy'ry Degree. 
Maſter-grinders, Q. | 


The Patriot, with Zeal animated. declares 

The Curtain he'll draw, and diſplay the State-play'rs 
He is a ſtaunch Grinder, to ſome *tis well known, 

And they're mightily gall'd by the Grit of his Stone 
Maſter-grinders, Sec, by 

» . 
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is Proffers ſhe ſlighted, in vain all his Skill, 


to am A Grinder : what, what, Sirs, of that? 
n but in Taſte, ſince I copy the Great; 
"Wh be, Sirs, ingenuous, VII cell you my Mind; 
is for what I can get, makes me willing to grind, 


Maſter-grinders enough at the Helm you may find, 


Tho' I'm but a Journeyman——RKnives to grind, 
SONG CCCCLAXXII. 
Trend all ye Shepherds and Nymphs to my Lay, 
You may learn from my Tale, and go wiſer 
away; | 85 
Damſel once dwelt at the Foot of a Hill, 
ell known by the Name of the Maid of the Mill. 
her all the Graces had jointly combin'd, 
rr Face to improve and embel'thh her Mind; 
Wor Pride or Deceit <'er her Boſom did fill, 
was Nature alone in the Maid of the Mill. 


ne Lord of the Village beheld the ſweet Maid, 
eh Art to ſubdue her was preſently laid, | 
ith Gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to Ill; 

it nought could prevail with the Maid of the Mill. 


ner Virtue ſhe priz'd beyond Splendor and State; 
hough poor, yet ſhe never repin'd at her Fate; 


And each Linnet is buiding her Neck, 
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To ruin the Fame of the Maid of the Mill. 


Voung Colin addreſs'd her with Hope and with Fear, 
His Heart was right honeſt, his Love was ſincere; 
With Rapture his Boſom each Moment would thrill, 
Whenc'er he beheld bis dear Maid of the Mill. 


is Paſſion was founded in Honour and Truth, 


Youth; | 
At Church little Pat:y ſoon anſwer'd, © I will:“ 
His Lordſhip was baulk'd of the Maid of the Mill. 


What Happineſs waits on the chaſte nuptial Pair? 
Content, they are Strangers to Sorrow and Care; 
The Flame they firſt rais d in each other burns ſtill, 
And Colin is bleſt with the Maid of the Mill. 


SONG CCCCLXXIII. 


HEN the Streets are ſo clean, ſcarce a Coach 
can be ſeen, 

And the Fields are with Violets dreft ; 
When each Meadow is cloath'd in it's Mantle of 
Green, | | | 


The Nymph read his Heart, and of Courſe lov'd the 
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When the fait Country Maiden, as freſh. as a F.ofe, | 
From Paleimom receives @ green Gown; 

And the Ruſtics laugh loud, if poor Philli/a ſhows-— 
What, ſhe ſtruggles re hide from the Clown, 


When the Nymphs aud the Swains have a Hay-making 
been, 
Or partakiog the Sports of the Wake; 
Where Hob flatters Sue, and each Girl of Eighteen 
Talks ot--Love, and the ſweet bridal Cake. 


Heaven grant, in this Scaſon, it may be my Fate, 
With che Charmer I love and adore, 

To live andifturb'd in ſome rural Retreat; 
Grant me this, and Pl never ask more. 


Wi hen in innocent Paſtimes our Minutes would glide, | 


Each Moment with Pleaſure would flow ; 
Our Tempers, ungovern'd by Humour or Pride, 
On each other would Rapturcs beſtow, 
SONG CCCCLXXIV. 
\ pleſs Lovers who ſue in vain, 
M hoſe Hearts are frozen with cold Diſdain, 


Learn of Jeckey Love's pleaſing Art, 


To quell a Beauty's Infolence, and melt her Heart : 
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Ah! Jockey "twill not do, 'twill not do; prithee, pri 


{ With eager Arms he me embrac'd: 


He, like you, wou'd ſigh and pine, ; 
From Phwabrus' Riſe, from Plæbus Riſe to his Deciir 
I deny 'd, and reply'd with ſcornful Brow, 


op 


thee leave me now. 
Gazing advancing, his Eyes Love darting, 
Penny, ſaid he, one Kiſs at parting. 
Claſping then my ſlender Waiſte, 


K1fs'd me, call'd on Heav'n above, | 
To record, to record his conſtant Love, 
Partially I ey'd him, 
Faintly 1 deny'd him, 
My Tongue bely'd my Heart ; 
His Shape, his Face, 
And manly Grace, 
Strongly took my Lover's Part, 
I hts Suit approving, 
He my Doubts removing, 
With Ardor reply'd ; 
I fly to brivg, 
The Wedding, Wedding Ring, 
Lovely Jenny is my Bride, 


Novel: 
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apeleſs Lovers mind, mind what I ling, 


o Cure, no Cure for Diſdain, like a Kiſs and a | 


Ring. | 


SONG CCCCLEXXV. 


JHILLIS, to whom none dare be rude, 

W hoſe modeſt Looks conceal'd the Prude, 
Chance was ſeen the other Day, 

one in ſhady Groves to ſtray; 

rhaps you'll ask, what ſhe was at? 

dare not tell but mum for that; 

um for that, mum for that; 

dare not tell. but mum for that. 


e ſaw a lovely Youth appear, 

leſs, where Virgins ought to fear: 
ell, and what then ? ſuppoſe ſhe did? 
e know that Scandal's apt to fib 
rhaps you'll ask, what they were at? 


are not tell but mum for that; 
um for that, c. | 


1 


ele 


I dare not tell 


Ye Fair Ones, let this Inftance prove, ; 
There's no concealing lawleſs Love; 

In S.cret lurks the bnſy Spy, 

Nay Trees have of:' an unſeen Eye: 

Would you conceal what you'd be at? 

3e more reſery d——but mum for that; 

| Mum for that, Oc. | 


| Since Love muſt then each Boſom rule, 


His Precepts learn from Virtue's School ; 


Let Wedlock authorize the Vouth, 


Who burns with Honour and with Truth: 
And ſhould you ask, what he'd be ar ? 


but mum for that; 


Mum for that, Oc. 


s ON G ceccLXXVI. 


T Llantavre, Cot pleſs hur, a Place of Re- 
8 nown, | 
Hur was prought up and porn, twas à prafe gal- 
| lant Townz e 
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Wur Father, Cot ple ſs hur, was keep a goot Houſe, | 
Where never was lack of goot Putting and Sov ſe. 
Oh! the Houſe of hur Father, hur Father's goot 
| Houſe, | | 
| Where never was lack of goot Putting and Sowſe ; 
Prafe Barra-Mennin and goot Barra-Ciiouſc 
And was it not, look ye, a plentiful Houle! 


Hur Father, Cot pleſs hur, was prafe gallant Man; 
A Shentleman, look ye, and Morgan hut Name: 
Great Wonders hur did in the Wars of the Place, 
Which caus'd many Scars in hur Worſhip's goot Face, 
Oh! the Houſe, &#c. | 


So great was hur Might, hur Strength, and hur Power, 
Hur ſprung from the Loins of great Owen Glendouer; 
Hor flew many Shiants, relicy'd many a Maid, 


A Knight of great Valour, but a Cobler by Trade. 


Oh! the Houſe, &#c. 


Of Dunnocks and Goats hur had goot Store and 
Plenty, | 
Of Lecks a great Garden, with Cabbages dainty; 


A Colledion of Favourite New S0ngs. 


| Hur was tcad of the Wind in hur Guts and the Cho 


[Oh! the Houſe, c. 


An old Woodcock's Bill for a Pipe, with goot Lig 
To comfort hur Noſe, when hur ſat on hur Wicke 
Oh! the Houſe, &c. 


Now bur Father was tead——OQh! Peace 10 
Relique, | 


Hur Houſe, Goots and Chattles, hur left to hur 80 
Who was look d at by all as a thriving young Mz 


But the Firſt of great March, on St. T affie's preat D 

As thorough Llantavre hur took hur peſt Way, 

With hur Leek in hur Hat, co the Show hur 
| 1 

With Shenkin, and Morgan, and Watkins, and Out 
Oh! the Houſe, c. - | 


Now as hur was paſſing the Folks all among, 

Sweet Winnefrid's Face hur peheld in a Throng ; 
St. David] how great was poor Fiykey's Surprire, 
r 


* hen hur felt the ſharp Nettles that ſhot from 


"wr 


Ey es. 
0 
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Oh! the marfelous Eyes of ſweet Minnefrid Shones, | zut in vain theſe ſweet Ditties and Carols hur ſung, 
Which makes hur fic ſobbing, with Sighings anc] Unheeded hvr Harp hur ſo often had firung. 

14 1 x Gi = 48 Oh! the marfelous, &c. | | 
Mak ing hur loans, otghings and Croans ! Cor ſplutter ! hur ſwore—-for hur was in a Paſſion, 
Joh! the marfelous Eyes of ſweer Winnefrid Shones. Map ary hate all ſuch Jades as the Plagues of 1 

Nation; | 0 | 

But the Slut was ſo cruel, hur ſpit in hur Face; 
A Sign hur was Jack of goot Precding and Grace. 


he very firſt Shaft hur receiv'd from hur Quiver, | 
Vent thorough hur Preft-pone, and ſtuck in kur 


Liver: N 1 Eves iſs 11 | b 
or Plooc poil'd and puppled, and glow'd in a Trice: . 85 285 
ut Minnefrid's, look ye, was frozen as Ice. So now hur will pack up hur Alls and be going, 


Don! the marfelous, &c. And leave off ſuch Pripples and Prapples as Loving ; 
Farewel to [/antavre, of faireſt Renown, | 


cheſu! bur ſwore hur would pluck up aCovrage,| Hur'll ſeek hur goot Fortune in London fine Town. 


lur went to hur and ſwore hur was goot as Leek Then adicu to the Houſe, Oh! hur Father's fine 
* Porridge; 1 © En, [ Sante, | ng 
r hur Gimlet hur cock'd with an Eye of Diſdain.]“ Where never was lack of goot Putting and Sowle ; 

'hich pierc'd hur Heart thorough and thorough | Prafe Barra-Mennin and goot Barra-Chouſe; 

again. Oh! was not it, look ye, a plentiful Houſe? 

A 4: SONG CCCCLXXVII. 
= wr told hur, in many a ſweer Ditty and Caro), T OVELY Venus, Goddeſs bright, 

ur Love was as great as hur Anceſtors were all; | Fairer than meridian Light, 
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To thy Vot'ry's Suit attend, 
As a Goddeſs be a Friend, 


Strephon, thy peculiar Care, 


Thou haſt made divinely fair; 


Modeſty and heavenly Truth, 


Form che gen rous blooming Youth, 


In each Grace you ſee him move, 
Like the very God of Love: 


Hear then, Venus, hear my Pray'ry 
Strephon ſhall my Paſſion ſhare. 
Then with Love the Youth inſpire, 
Raiſe his Soul to ſoft Deſire; 

And let the happy Object be, 

The Nymph who now addreſſes thee. 


SONG CCCCEXXVIIL 


E dull-thinking Souls, who by Troubles are 
preſt, 


That are Strangers alike both to Joy and to Reſt, 
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| Adhere to my Maxims, Il teach you the Way 
| To be ever contented, good-humour'd and pay ; 
| No Remedy's ſurer to drive away Pain, | 


Than a Bumper, c. 


Deſpiſe all her Aris, and forget her Diſdain, 
| In a Bumper, Sc. 


| When the Husband proves jealous, or dull, or 


And wake in his Boſom the Tranſports of Love. 


Than a Bumper of Claret, or ſparkling Champaign, 


Ye Lovers, who live by the Smiles of the Fair, 
Whom a Frown from your Miſtreſs can drive 
Deſpair, 


Should ſhe chance to be peeviſh ill-natur'd, and ſh 
Why leave her alone, and ne'er flarter nor ſigh; 


In a Bumper of Claret, or ſparkling Champaign, 


k ind 
Let his Spouſe give him this, and ſhe'll ſpeedily fi 
His Mind "twill enliven, his Care "twill remove, 


At a Change ſo inviting what Wite could refrain 
From bleſſing the Virtues of ſparkling Champaign 
From bleſſing, cc. 


A Collefiion of Favourite New Songs. 


ſhort, for all Tits which Mankind can endure, 

his, this is the ſureſt, the pleaſanteſt Cure: 

hen let us ageee, fince this Life's bur a Span, 

enjoy the dear Bleſſing as much as we can: 
eme, while I've Breath, Iwill never refrain 

rom ſinging the Vir.ues of ſparkli:g Champaign, 

om ſing ing, c. | 


SONG CœcCLXXIX. 
\ WAKE, thou blythſome God of Day, 


Invice cach Songfter round; 
z ev ry Heart be blythe and gay, 
The World with Mirth abound, 
t's ſweet, ſeraphic Charms, 

ln Raptures now I ſing; 

von let her Priſon be my Arms, 
And PII thy Tribute bring. 


Regents, who the Realms above 
With God-like Sweetneſs guard, 
Ir Betfy's Heart invade with Love, 
Her faichtul Swain reward: 


| 
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| :f not, avaunt, ye Gods divine, 


Con egted let me die; : 
My Beth's Eyes much brighter ſhine 
Than all your ſpangled Sky. 


No longer boaſt your Lillies fair, 

Now Rufſler ſeems your Snow 5 | 

With Bezf's Skin, their White compare, 
Where new-born Roſes grow: 

Your Sun that gilds the Realms above, 
At Diftance Hear may give; 


But Betſy's Eyes will always prove 


How tweet it Is to live, 


SONG CCCCLXXX. 


Oming Home wich my Milk, the young Squire 
| mer, 
days he, Polly, Love, ſet down your Pails, 
| have long been a Kiſs or two, Child, in your Debt, 


It I pay yoU——-you mult noc tell Tales. 


C03 T' oblige 
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T' oblige him, and *caufe that I wou'dn't be croſs, | Bright Chloe with her golden Hair, 
I preſently quitted my Pails; Awhile my rich Jonquil is, 

He pull'd me down gently on a Bed of green Moſs, | Til cloy'd with ſipping Nectar there, 
And kiſs'd me——1 ſhou'dn't tell Tales. l ift to roſy Phillis, 


I ſtrove to get up, but he ſtill kept me down; 
I begg'd to go Home with my Pails : 

He vow'd to ſuch Pitch his fond Paſſion was grown, 
He'd wed—— but I muſtin't tell Tales. 


But Phillis's ſweet op'ning Breaſt 
Remains not long my Station, 

For Kitty mult be now addreſt, 
My ſpicy breath'd Carnation, 


. So gently he woo'd, and ſo warmly he preſt, Vet Kitty's fragrant Bed I leave, 

4 That { little more thought of my Pails; To other Flow'rs I'm Rover, 

[ Till beyond all eſcaping, I found him poſſeſt, | And all, in Turn, my Love receive 

. Of my Heart but | ſhou'dn't tell Tales. The gay wide Garden over. 

4 He ſolemnly ſwore that he'd make me his Wife, 3 . | 

1 And eaſe me the Carriage of Pails; Variety that knows no Bound 

4 | If he don't. why as ſure as a Muſcle has Life, My roving Fancy edges, 

9 I'm filent——there's one will tell Tales. ns e Flora am I found 

| n Dalliance under Hedges: 

q SO NG CCCCUEXXXI. | | For as | am an arrant Bee” 

1 Buſy, humble Bee am I, Who range each Bank that's ſunny, 
if | That range the Garden ſunny ; I Both Fields and Gardens are my Fee, 
1 From Flow'r to Flow'r I changing fly, | Andev'ry Flow T's my Honey, | 

1 


And cv'ry Flow'r's my Honey. 


A Cillefion of Favonrite New Songs. 5 
SON G CcccLXXXII. | Thoſe Eyes of thine, like Fhitens ſhine, | 
s BILLINGSCATE Lo ERS Thy Breaſts ſo ſoft and round are: 
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Morning meet, 

fetch Sea-Dainties for the ſumptuous Treat; 
here Thames unwearied rolls his ample Wave, 
here Barges, Boats, and Skiffs his Boſom lave ; 
here the light Veſſels wait to walt ye o'cr, 

d the hoarſe Boatſman calls out, Skull, Sir, Oar ? 
here wild Confuſion holds her noiſy Reign, 
Echo ſpeeds the Tumult to the Main: 

ther Piſcator, fill'd with Love's ſoft Fire, 

pair'd to fee the Fair, his Soul's Deſire, 


hen thus the Youth began to enquire his Fate. ee a Woking Di ag, y q 
| A I R. | From Stem to Stern, with Joy I'll turn, 1 
0h! Mo ſweet Charmer of my Heart, And calt my Nets for Money; 7 


'Tis Time you ceaſe to flout me; 
Ix Weeks I've borne Love's cruel Smart 


U 3 
I'm waſted to a Trout, ſee. 


W AS where the maw-mouth'd Race each 


| 


Aﬀord Relief, or Death with Gricf, 
Will lay me like a Flounder. 


Thy jetty Locks like curling Zels, 
Sweet flowing to thy Bo'om, | 
Such Charms impart, that he who feels 
Muſt be in Pain to loſe 'em: 
Like Smelts thy Breath, like P-arl thy Teeth, 
Like Salmon red thy Cheeks arc; 
Thy Arms ſo round, fo ſoft and found 


Beyond what I can ſpeak arc. 5 


Ten take, my Love, this Curtain Ring, 


To Church let's haſte away now; 


Old Thames ſo nigh, ſhall ſtill ſupply 
Rare Gudgeons tor my Honey. 


7 2 = A 
W 3 * 
r 


RECITATIVE, 


Sly leering from her Stall ſhe view'd the Youth, 
And, in her Mind, admir'd his Love and Truth: 
Rough flow 'd ireAccents from ner mill-clack Tongue, 
And ali ſeem'd liſt ning * hi le the Fair One ſung, 


AIX. 


My jolly Lad, no more complain; 
My Hand, my Heart ſhall eaſe your Pain; 
You pleaſe me beſt of all the Train, 


Thy matted Locks, thy Cheeks ſo ſweet, 
Thy picked hornpipe-dancing Feet, 
Have render'd you the moſt compleat ; 


To Church let's hafle away with Specd, 
| Since Fate, I find, has you decreed, 
The Youth who muft with me ſucceed, 


We'll pals our Lives together. 


That catch the finny Tribe. 


So Moll will be your Bride. 


| 
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| Yet while you on the rolling Wave, 


ö 


loduttrious for Flounders lave, 
i'll a1d your Toll and Money fave, 7 
Dor fear or Wind or Weather 


Thro' every Lane and Street that's nigh, 

When Night comes on my weli-known Cry, 

Shall call the People out to buy | 
Ot ol] ſome lilly-white Oyſter 


s O NG ccccLxXVXIII. 


4 BUGKS SONG. 


FE, 19 
INGS, Emperors, and Twrks, boaſt how might". 

they are, | 

| Wailft Bucks, though but Subjects, are happier far a 
More happy, ss gay and as wile ; . 

lf Women, good Humour, Mirth, Honour, and Wir 

Can change Man from mortal and make him divice Wh 


From the ſe all our Plcaſures ariſe. =. _ 


Whit 


— 
— 
— — — — ———— 
_ — — — — — — — ͥ U. 7ð.l. — — pray — —— — — — 
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Vhilft dull drowſy Creatures paſs Years after Years, | And let th' Immortals to know, 5 
o Joys like ours, heighten'd, quite Strangers their | Tho Men are but mortal by Nature on Earth, 
Cares; Hh We Bucks grow divire thro' our Virtue and Mirth, 
Their Cares, their Lives daily deſtroy: And excel all Mankind hcre below. 
ee Bucks, as by Nature innate, blythe and gay; | ne: | 
is, drink, laugh, and fing Care and Trouble away; SONG CCCCLXEXXIV. 
And Life's a compleat Scene of Joy. . . | 
| 4 NEW MUSICAL ADDRESS to the TOWN, 
et thoſe who are guided by muſty old Rules, as it was ſung at Marybone-Gardens, 
ho dare vs pronounce either Monfters or Fools, | | 775 
Of _— themſelves _ beware; 3 | | Mr. Lowe. 
or Bucks of true Spirit, Mirth, Honour, and Senſe, 3 on ED 
an have for 0 as well as Defence = ULL 1 is flown, and the Sun, from the 
The ſweereft Companions, the Fair. . | Uth:rs godly the Spring, to rejoice ev'ry Breaſt ; 
\opeal to the Sex, either Country or Town, | vec che recs newly deck'd; hark! the Birds full in 
ich thoſe we fir up with, or thoſe we lay down; Song; 3 5 | 
zu por them Bucks, by Choice, are the Men : | And Chearfulneſs tripping the Vallies along. 
M Pleaſure peculiar we heighten their Joy; Thus again we exult, borne on muſical Wing, 
hen fly to defend, when we court, kiſs, and toy: To bow to the Town, ard with Gratitude ling. 
Act the Scene o'er again and again. ; = Mrs. Vincent. 
re When charge,my ChoiceSpirits, your Bumpers fill high, This whimſical Spot we to Courtſhip compare, 
Chorus your Voices ſend up thro' the Sky; : The Publick's the Lover, the Garden the Fair, 


Poſ- 
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Poſſeſſion too oft” may Affection diſplace, 


But Tou, by your Smiles have inverted the Caſe, 


And kindly eſpouſing our innocent Scheme: 
Our higheſt Ambition's to boaſt your Eſteem, 


Miſs Davies. 


From Roots Winter-wicher'd freſh Bloſſoms ariſe, 
But I, Nature's Flow ret appear to your Eyes: 
Hope prompts Inclination, tho' Genius be weak, 


Bur Jou are to judge—ſpare the Bluſh on my Cheek. 


As Phebus the Bud to its Excellence draws, 
So our ride is to bloom by your Sn of Applauſe, _ 


| Maſter Raworth. 
What Nature imparis us, with Art we'll unite, 


Attentive at onee to the Ear ard the Sight; 


Here Decency, Humour, and Wie, ſhall combine; 
Here Bacchus rejoice ac Libarions of Wine; 

And Virtue, of Beau'y the Guard and the Care, 
Shall ſtretch out her Pinions to ſhelter the Fair. 


Mr. Taylor. 


When Se tou'rd the Weſt by Degrees ſteals away, 
Our Sports we begin, ever blithe, ever gay, 
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| The Ev'ning's ſoft Moments with Joy to improve hiv: 
Thro' Harmony, Friendſhip, the Boitle, and Love. 
Oh! long may your Preſence thus MHarybene croxn 
Ir *roſe at your Smile, and would fink ai your Froy 


SONG CCCCLAXKXV. 


EE Philoſophers, Moralifts, Poets, and thode 
| Who have left their Opinions in Verſe a 


in Proſe, t 
Fine Leſſors have taught, tho? net all underſtood, Mir 
Vet entirely meant, 1 dare ſay, for our Good; | 


The chiefeit of which we may readily ſcan, 
That our Time here below is no more than a Span, . 


The Aſſertion is juſt, if with Reaſon we view, | 
Mortality conſtantly ſhews vs 'tis true; 0 
Then to fill up this Trifle ot Being below, ik 
Is a Doctrine, I think, which we all ought to kro. 
| For a Moment attend to my Song, if you can, 


And I'll teach the beſt Method to fill up the Span. 
Leit 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 


ave the Parſon to preach, and the Pedant to pratc, 


e Poet to ſcribble, the Stateſman to Fate; 


e Bully to bluſter, the Valiant co fight. 
e Lawyer to wrangle of Wrong and of Right; 
eir Bus neſs is not in the Courſe of my Plan, 
ih Matter more pleaſing Ill fill up the Span, 


inh, Beauty and Wine, ſhall prepare ye a Feaſt, 
d ſmiling Good-humour bid welcome each Gueſt, 
s a Banquet ſuits only the Jovial and Gay; 


te Grave, the Moroſe, and the Dull keep away: 


pid by Nature, they'll like not the Plan; | 
juſt as they chuſe — let them fill up the Span. 


5a Couch deck'd for Pleaſure let Beauty be led, 
ith Roſes and Lil ies all careleſs o'cr ſpread; 

the ſoft breathing h lute ro her Murmurings join, 
hen Love melts on her Boſom in Kaptures divine: 
t this is true Pleaſure, deny it who can; 

d this 13 the Method to fill up the Span. 


Good-hum our, as Preſident, fic in the Chair, 
i ryddy-fac'd Bacchus, with Alomus, appear; 


299 
Let the full flowing Goblet go chearfully round, 

And the heart-lifting Song to the Heavens reſound 5 
Le: all in fall Cnorus apyrove of the Plan, 


And own this che Mechod co fill up the Span, 


SONG CCCCLAXXYL 


HILE (rr fits moping and courting the 
Muſes, | | | 

Ur cons crabbed Greek, which his Noddle confuſes ; 

My Buſineſs is better — PI tell, if you ask it. 

' Lis adaring tue Goddeſs chat gave me my Bas ker, 


Derry down, &. 


She's a Wag, I am certain——her Purpoſe was plain; 


A Tyrant for ever ſhe means to remain: 
'was nought but her Cunning, hows'er ſhe may 
maske it, | 
To tilt at my Heart with her Weapon, a Basker, 
| Derry down, &c. 


T'other 
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Tother Day came an Order from wan Lady Betty, 
For Stones of great Price, which make Old Maids 
look pretty: 
Her Ladyſhip's Cuſtom would fill up a Casket—— 
But who can mind Money, that has ſuch a Basket ? 
| Derry down, &C. 


Young Fellows that feel not true Love's tender | 


Woe, | 
To H--dd-=c&'s, and D--yr--ck's, and G---b/--n may 
| Q | | 
In the Scaſon of Sleep let them ramble and flask it, 
I'm ſober at Home by myſelf and my Basket! 
Derry down, &c. 


Oh! Chloe, thy Image is never away, 
"I'will abide in my Boſom tor ever and aye : 
For ſeizing a Dwclling 1 oftcntimes task it; 
But 1 antwer myſelt, when I think of the Basket. 
| Derry down, &. 


Were once Chlve's fair Fleſh and Blood in my Arms, 


g 


Ua this we view the Virgin White 


4 Qulection of | Faugurite New Songs. 


Though the Ils of Pandora ſhould fly from a Casket 
No Harm could come near me, with her and g 


Basket. | 


SONG CCCCLAXXUIL 


| HE fraprant Lilly of the Vale, 
So elegan.ly fair, 
W hoſe Sweets p. rtume the fanning Gale, 
To Chloe I compare: 
What tho' on Earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its Head to hide; 
Its Sweetneſs far outvies the Roſe, 


That flaunts with fo much Pride. ND 

| N 
The coſtly Tulip owes its Hue F Bid 
To many a gaudy Stain; | 


Of Innocence remain 
Sec how the curious Floriſt's Hand 
U prears its humble Hcad, 
And to preſerve the charming Flow'r, 


Like my Soul, did my Body but feaſt on her Charms 1 


Tranſplants it to his Bed. 


Derry down, & 


Tac 


re 


af 


Were, while it ſheds its Sweets around, 
W How ſhines each modeſt Grace! 
rprur'd how its Owner ſtands, 

To view its lovely Face. 
pray, my Chloe, now obſerve, 

The Inf 'rence of my Tale, 
the E loriſt be, and thou 

My Lilly of the Vale. 


SONG ceccLxXXXVIII. 


H! cruel Maid, thy Scorn forbear, 
Nor thus my tender Boſom tear, 
With agonizing Smart: 
My ſoft Complainings hear; 
Behold the falling Tear! 
Ah! judge what Anguiſh rends the Heart. 
me, God of Love, aſſert thy Sway, 
xd make the Fair thy Laws obey ; 
Till ſoft rcelenting, 
And kind conſenting, 
Eaſe the raging Pain, 
feel from her Diſdain. 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 
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| Come, God of Love, aſſert thy Sway, 


{ And make the Fair thy Laws obey. 
| On! cruel Maid, Osec. 


SONG ceccLxXXxXIx. 


| IKE ee in Form and Diana in 
ind, ON 
To rural Delights, lovely Daphne inclin'd ; 
Sequeſter'd from Man, from the Gay and Polite, 
Groves, Fountains and Meadows could only invite : 
How ſtrange that a Virgin ſo modell'd for Love, 
| Should thus frown averſe, and irs Joys diſapprove, 


When Sol drove his Chariot, thro' Morn's golden 
Gate, | 


{ Or when clad in Purple, the Sun far in State; 


Wich Exerciſe grac'd, ſhe'd aſcend the tall Hill, 
And looking a Goddeſs, trace Nature's vaſt Skill; 


| By Innocence guarded, contented and free, 


Then homeward ſhe'd fing, Oh! how happy are we! 
That never, that never were married. 
D d 


| 


And vow ſhe would never be married. 


But 
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Bur once as the Charmer her Pleaſure began, 

A Satyr in Mind, tho' in Form he was Man, 
Surpriz'd her alone—and began ro be rude, 

Till Strephon advanc'd, and the Monſter ſubdu'd ; 
Her Guardian at leaſt muſt her Gratitude move, 

And ſhe ſaid to herſclf—— (but the Hint was from 


Love) 
| HMethinks I could like to be married. 


Then Stvephon, who lov'd the dear Creature before, 

His Paſſion avow'd-—could the Shepherd do more? 

Yes he could—and he did—bur what, you will ſay? 

Why he led her to Church-—and nor led her aſtray: 

Now Friendſhip and Love, all their Pleaſures pro- 

| long, | 

She ſings like a Wood-Lark, and this is her Song, 

I'm glad to my Heart that Im married. 


£ ON - CCOCXC 


AR ſweeter than the Hawthorn Bloom, 
Whoſe Fragrance ſheds a rich Perfume, 
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And all the Meadows fill; 
Much fairer than the Lilly blows, 


| More lovely than the bluſhing Roſe, 


Is Patty of the Mill. 
The neighb'ring Swains her Beauty fir'd, 
With W onder ftruck, they all admir'd, 
And prais'd her from the Hill: 
Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic Art, 


To ſooth and charm the honeſt Heart 
Of Patty of the Mill, 


Bur vain were all Attempts to move, ( 
A fixed Heart, more true to Love, ni 
Than Turtles when they bill. l 


A chearful Soul, a pleaſing Grace, 

And ſweet Content ſmiles in the Face 

Of Patty of the Mill. 

The Good a Friend in Fortune find, 

Exalts the honeſt virtuous Mind, | 
And guards it from all Ill: 

Ve Fair for ever conſtant prove, 


Be ever kind, be true to love, | 


Like Patty of the Mill, 
SON 
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s ON G CCCCXCL. | 


| 
KECITAT-IY-E. | 
H ! Damon, ſtill you ſtrive in vain, 
Clarinda's fix'd Reſolve to move: 
My Heart, alas! may feel the Pain, 
But juſtly ſcorns the Guilt of Love. 


AIX. 


this, ye Powers, this boaſted Flame! | 
Oh! ſay, is this his only End! 

ind can his Love deſtroy the Fame, 

His Truth and Honour ſhould defend ! 
Oh! for a Thought ſo meanly baſe, | 

The ungenerons Youth ſhall ſurely find, 
The Heart that could admire his Face, 

Can ſtill deteſt him for his Mind, 


SONG CCCCXCII. 
Y the Side of a Stream, at the Foot of a Hill, 


1 


met with young Phate, who lives at the Mill; 
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My Heart leapt with Joy, at ſo leaſing a Sight, 
For Phobe, | vow, is my only Delight, 


I told her my Love, and ſat down by her Side, 
And ſwore the next Morning I'd make her my Bride; 


In Anger ſhe ſaid, get you out of my Sight, 
And go to your Phillis, you met here laſt Night, 


Surpriz'd 21 reply'd, pray explain what you mean; 
| never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen : 

Nor Can I conceive what my Plæbe is at: 

O! | Cant you? ſhe wy dell, love you for that. 


Gay, did von not meet her laſt Nighr on this Spot ? 
() Collin, O! Collin, you can't have forgot: 


| | heard the whole Story this Morning from Mat; 


You fill may deny iI love you for chat. 


fis falſe, I reply'd ; dearcft Phæbe, believe, 


Hor Mat 1s a Rover, and means to deceive ; 
Lou very well know he has ruin'd young Pat, 
And ſure, my dear Charmer, muſt hate him for that. 


D d 2 
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No Female, ſays he, ſhall partake of my Throne, 
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Come, come, then fhe cry'd, if you mean to be kind, 
I'll own *twas to know the true State of your Mind; 
Tranſported I kils'd her, ſhe gave me a Pat, 

I made her my Wite——and ſhe loves me for that. 


{ 


SO NG CCCCXCIII. | 


Vfelf between Venus aud Bacchus I'll poiſe, | 
And *twixt their two Scales fix my Balance of 
— Joys: | 
"Tis true, they both have their Charms, when apart; 
But blended, they double the Heat of my Heart. 


With Rage on his Brow, and Contempr in his Eye, 
Bacchus throws down his Cluſter, and gives me 
the Lye; 


A Rival I hate, and I'll govern alone. i 


[Tis oy and Muſick all we hear, 


| One ſcolds me, becauſe I am fond of the Bowl ; 
The other, cauſe Woman ſhares Halt of my Soul: 


I boldly declare, for all Projects I've try'd, 


No Mortal his Paſtime can better divide, 


Way then let em wrang le, what is it to me? 

[| warrant my Conduct fhall make em agree ; 
As one to prefer to the other I'm lot, 
I'll love, and I'll drink, and be pleaſing to both, 


SONG CCCCXCIV. 


OME, dear Amanda, quit the Town, 
And to the rural Hamlets fly; 


|} Behold the wintry Storms are gone, 


A gentle Radiance glads the Sky. 
The Birds awake, the Flow'rs appear, 
Earth ſpreads a verdant Couch for thee ; 


"Tis Love and Beauty all we ſee. 


Dear Jenas, in Turn, her Dominion maintains, 
Ailerrs herControul o'er theNymphs and the Swains; 
Upbraids me for kneeling ar Bacchus's Shrine, 
And ſtrictly forbids me the Juice of the Vine, 


| Ler us ſecure the gradual Spring, 


How peeps the Bud, the Bloſſom blows ; 


When Philome] begins to ſing, | 


And perfect May to ſpread the Roſe, 


it us ſecure the ſweet Delight. 

and wiſely crop the blooming Day ; 
vr ſoon, too ſoon, it will be Night, 
Ariſe, my Love, and come away, 


SO NG CCCCXCV, 


Oft“ puſh an angry Joke; 
race on malicious, whilſt my Song 
Hails Betſy at the Oak 


oquets, and Bucks, and Bloods, begone! e 
Evaporate in Smoke 

he Charms can ne'cr to you be known 

Of Betſy at the Oak. 


Her native innocent Deſires 

She never learnt to cloak; 
Nor can your fierce polluted Fires 
Touch Betſy at the Oak. 


Piel will not give her Lover Pain, 

And his fond Paſſion choak ; 
werſe to Pride and high Dildainy 
I Betſy at the Oak. 
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E Prudes, who with cenſorious Tongue, 
| |] Burt ever affable and kind 


For this her Lover mall adore 


The Doom of ſad deſponding Love 
She'll tenderly revoke ; 

Conftant and gentle as a Dove, 
Is Betſy at the Oak. 


She never, to torment my Mind, 
Wich cool Indiff *rence ſpoke; 


Was Betſy at the Oak. 
Her Charms, till Death's fell Stroke 


Cuts off, to be belov'd no more, 
Sweet Betſy at the Oak. 


SONG CCCCXCvVI. 


TY Cortage, Contentment's calm Seat, 
Ere pierc'd by the Arrow of Care, 


| Azain the poor Stranger ſhall preec, 


And Hope baniſh gloomy Deſpair. 
D d 3 > My 
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My Pipe, once efteem'd by the Swaing, When by Gold, like Enchantment, theſe Vulture; 1 
At ſetting and riſing of Day, draw : th, „ 
Again ſhall reſound o'er the Plains, Some ſweet blooming Virgin juſt under their Pay lA 
| Again ſhall invite them to play. is Juſtice to reſcue her Youth and her Charms, 
X And reſtore the fair Nymph to her true Love, 
For Lucy, the Nymph I adore, Arms. \ 
With Pleaſure attends to my Suit; 5 | | 5 1 
The Bloſſoms of Joy now in Store, | May Forrune my Stratagem kindly attend, 5 
And Happineſs muſt be the Fruit. And prove, in this Inſtance at leaſt, ſhe's my Frien 
| | | _ If ſhe does, ever after I'll alter my Mind, 
SONG CCCCXCVIL And never more fancy the Goddeſs is blind; In 


| When free from ail Dangers, and ſafe from Alarm 
HEN fair Maidens, of Old, were beſet with F air Lucys reſtor d to her true Lover's Arms. 


] 
Th 
their Foes, 


4 


I. 


In Story renown'd then Knight-Errants aroſe ; 
Each Giant and Monſter gave way to their Might, | | SONG CCCCXCVIII. 
While Virtue and Honour provok'd them to fight; | | 5 de 
And, to free them at once from all future Alarms, Rambled about a Twelvemonth I vow, L 
They reſtor'd the fair Nymph to her true Lover's | In Search of a Damſel for Life; | 
Arms, 92 | eor Roving perplexr me, I could not tell how, 


] So ventur'd at laſt on a Wife. 
Tho Giants and Monſters are now out of Date, For Roving perplext me, Ec, 
Yet doating old Age ſure deſerves equal Hate; EY 
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(he Girls of the Town, each Rake muſt well know, 
Imbicter the Pleaſures of Life ; 

or Evils on Evils wil! conſtantly flow, 
And make us all wiſh tor a Wife. 


Miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
May ſweeten the Troubles of Life ; 
ind while ſhe is conſtant, drive Sorrow away, 
But what is all this to a Waite ? 


n Wedlock alone true Pleaſure we find, 
To gild the rough Paſſage thro' Lite; 
Then chuſe out a Laſs with a delicate Mind, 
And make the dear Charmer your Wite. 


And you, Oh ! ye Fair, be kind to the Man 
Who offers to bleſs you for Lite; 

de conſtant and true, and as fond as you can; 
For theſe are the Charms of a Wite, 


5 SONG -CCCCXCIX. 
WY HEN lately I offer'd fair Laura to kiſs, 


She fleer'd and ſhe flouted and took it amiſs; 
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Begone, you great Booby, ſhe cry'd, with a Frown, 
Do you think that I want to be kils'd by a Clown, 
Begone, you great Booby, &. | 


Thus ſpoke the proud Charmer, and view'd me all 


round, | 


With an Eye of Diſdain, and thrice ſpit on the 
Ground ; | 


Then mimick'd my Voice, with ſatyrical Sneer, 


And ſent me away with a Flea in my Ear. 


The Girls of the Village, if they had their Wills, 
Would kiſs me, and preſs me, to ſtay on the Hills; 
They ſay that I'm fair, but this Minx of the Towny 


Refus'd my ſweet Kiſſes, and call'd me a Clown, 


Sure, ſure ſhe forgot, or perhaps did not know, 
That Bacchas fed Herds in the Valley below; 

That Beauty's fair Queen fell in Love with a Swain, 
And help*d him his Cattle to tend on the Plain. 


Yet Laura diſdains me, nor liſts to my Vow; 
Say, is ſhe more lovely then Venus, I'd know ? 


May 
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May ſhe never find Sweethearts in City or Plain, | 


But lie always alone, yer till wiſhing in vain. 
SONG D. 


Beautiful Face, and a Form without Fault, 
Are not the Attractions by which J am caught, 
Are not the Attractions, &. 
Good Nature, good Senſe, and an honeſt free Mind, 
Are Perfections in Woman to which I'm inclin'd, 


Are Perfections, &c. | 


For a Time Beauty charms, but fo certain is Age, 
That who with a Beauty alone wou'd engage, 
Since Time ſurely dulls the brighteſt of Eyes, 
And a Face is a Flower that bloſſoms and dics, 


Then Yenus begone with your poor empty Joy. 
Which like 
troy ; 

Come Frier dſhip and Senſe, and chuſe me a Wife, 
And & 7 her, and bieſs her, cach Day of my 
Life. | 


dyrens do pierce, and like Syrens de- 
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| Pray tarry awhile, and attend to my Song, 


| I tenderly cry'd, © Ph;/lis, don't be a Prude ;” 


N l. 


1 8 E Nymphs and ye Shepherds that join in the 
Throng, 


Pray tarry awhile, &fc, 

The Story, tho' ſimple, is true that I rell, 

[ hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well, 
Wonderful well, &*c. 


I went t'other Day, to a Wake on the Green, 

And met with a Lats, fair as Beauty's gay Queen ; 
And met, E&Fc. | | 

I ask'd for a Kiſs, but the Damſel cry'd, « No,“ 
And ſtruggled and trown'd, and ſaid, “ Pray let n 


» 
6 * 


« Pray let, Ge. 


But fill ſhe return'd, “ I] cry out it v0 
« rude;“ | | 


4 


But ſtill, c. 
| | The 


76 


he 
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more that I preſo'd her, the more ſhe cry'd, | 
« No 585 | | 

k fruggled and frown'd, and ſaid, “ Pray let me 
10 go, b ; 


Pray let, Sc. 


nd no Entreaties would make her comply, 
henever I rouch'd her, *twas * Fye, Collin, fye;“ 
henever I, Oc. 

| ſent for a Parſon and made her my Wife, 

id now 1 am welcome to kiſs her for Life, 


[is her for Life, &. 


eVirgins that hear, learn Example from this, 


ke Care how too freely you part with a Kiſs; 
zke Care, c. | 


mceal for a Time all the Favours you can, 
er that's the beſt Way to make ſure of your Man, 
ire of your Man, & . 

SONG Dll. 
905 Morning laſt Week, as I walk'd for the Air 


Crols the Fields from my Cottage, young Daphne 
the Fair, 
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Paſs'd by me; I haſten'd up to her with Speed, 
And told her I lov'd her ——1 lov'd her indeed. 


Love me! Sir, ſays ſhe ; Lord! how idle you talk, 
Like one that wants Sleep; pray continue your Walk, 


| Nor hinder me thus; for, believe me, no Heed 


Will I ever give to you not J, Sir, indeed. 


Pray why is your Haſte, Love? the Day 8 bas 


awn; 
Come, take a Step with me juſt over the Laun; 


| Nor longer be cruel, or cauſe thus to blecd, 


A Heart that you've wounded——that loves you in- 


=. deed, | 


Why, hey-day'! Amintor, what Nonſenſe is here! 

I fancy, young Shepherd, your Head is not clear; 
Prichee haſte to your Sheep, they of you have great 
| | Need, | 

For I never ſhall love you——not I, Sir, indeed. 
| 


Well, ſince that you ſlight me, I'll ©'en go my Way, 


| For I talk to the Wind ey'ry Word that 1 ſay; 


Wich 


So, Daphne, adieu 


On purpoſe to try you; yer, ſince 'tis decreed, 
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With yon, I ſee plain, I ſhall never ſucceed ; 
tho“ I love you indeed. 


Amintor, have Patience; for what I have ſpoke, 
Was nought all the while but a Piece of a Joke, 


That us two muſt be one l do love you indeed. 


SONG DI. 


| 00D People be ſilent, Ize come from the Weſt, 
Trick'd out, as you zee, in my Holiday Veſt; 
T'hc Cauſe of my Journey, Ize quickly unfold, 
My Journey, that's colt me Vive Pounds of hard 
Gold: | | : 
From Coachmen——and People of greater Renown, 
I had heard many Stories of London fine Town. 


They tal\'d of the Playhouſe, the Wells, and all that, 
The, Tower, at. Pauls, and the Lord he knows what; 
Of Shows and of Sights, of Queens and of Kings, 


| Tho' tir'd and dirty I car'd not a Pin; 
[ reſted, refreſh'd, then boldly ſet our, 


Ot the Abbey, the Wax-work, and other fine Things: | 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 
| While J, in their Company, look'd like a Clown, Net 
| Becauſe I knew nothing of London fine Town, = 


| ; nd 
Odſniggers, thought I, but this muſt not be 20, 

Let it coft what it will I ro London will go; Y 

Zo I zaddlcd old Dobbin, tet out a zmart Trot, Phe 

Determii'd to go while my Fancy was hot; The 

And when I return, Zirs, Ize bet you a Crown, nd 

Ze talk with the Beſt of London fine Town. 
| 0 


My Dobbin and I in zix Days got zafe in, 


To zee and be zeen, and to gare all about; 
Vet, Itacks, many Times I'd like to have been down 
They puſh'd me about zo in Londen fine Town. 


Howe'er I went on, and beheld in my Range 
Many wonderful Things, that were firange, ver 
ſtrange ! RA 

Yet, under the Roſe, among many Things pood, 

There be zome that by me are not quite under 
ſtood: 
Zuch 
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I am but a 


ch Gaming! zuch Wenching ! 
Clown, | 
nd theſe may be common in London fine Town, 


laſt I have finiſh'd my Fancy's Deſire, 
ſhe Tumbler I've zcen, and the Man on the Wire; 


The Harlequin too, all 20 nimble and near, 
nd the 2 


ſweet; 
Lo Ize mount my old Dobhin and trot away down, 
nd rend you ſome others——to zce London Town. 


1 
t 


SONG DIV. 


ME, Colin, Pride of rural Swaiys, 
Oh! come and bleſs thy native Plains; 
Ine Daiſies ſpring, the Beeches bud, 
The Songſters warble in the Wood. 


Come, Colin, haſte; Oh! haſte away, 
Your Smiles will make the Village gay: 
When you return, the vernal Breeze, 
Will wake the Buds, and fan the Trees. 


ingers that are more than Nightingales 
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Oh! come, and ſee the Violets ſpring, 

The Meadows laugh, the Linnets ſing; 

Your Eyes, our joy leſs Hearts can cheer, 

Oh ! haſte, and make us happy here. 


SONG Dy. 


Entle Damon, ceaſe to wooe me, 
"Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 
Dip ts and Tears cannot ſubdue me, 
Nor can Change my conſtant Heart. 
Young Philander's pen'rous Paſhon, 
Taught me firſt ſoft Inclination, 


Never ſhall your (ly Perſuaſion, 


Make me act a treach'rous Part, 
Gentle Damon, &c, | 


Ceaſe, Oh! ceaſe, then this complaining, _ 
Such perfid ious Arts diſdaining, 

Let bright Honour once more reigning, 

| To your Soul its Rays impart, 


| | Gentle Dam, &c. 
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SONG DVI. 


HE Bird that hears her Neſtlings cry, 


And flies Abroad for Food, 
Returns impatient thro' the Sky, 
To nurſe the callow Brood, 
The tender Mother knows ne Joy, 
But bodes a thoufand Harms, 
And ſickens for the darling Boy, 
While abſent from her Arms. 


Such Fondneſs, with Impatience join'd, 
My faithful Boſom fires , 

Now forc'd to leave my Fair behind, 
The Queen of my Deſires. 


The Pow'rs of Verſe too languid prove, 


All Similies are vain, 
To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my Pain. 


The Saint with fervent Zeal inſpir'd 
For Heav'n and Joys divine, 

The Saint is not with Raptures fir'd 
More pure, more warm than mine. 


1 


| | Convey my Longings to the Fair, 


| | Lengthened Viſtas, green Alcoves, 


I rake what Liberty I dare, 
Twere impious to ſay more; 


The Goddeſs I adore. 


SE: SONG DVIL 
OW . gay Summer's ripen'd Bloom, 
Frolicks where the Winter frown'd, 
Stretch'd upon the Banks of Broom, 
We command the Proſpect round, 
Nature in the Proſpect yields, 
Humble Dales, and Mountains bold; 
Meadows, Woodlands, Heaths and Fields 
Yellow'd o'er with waving Gold. 


Linnets on the crouded Sprays 
Chorus—and the Wood-Larks riſe, 
Soaring with a Song of Praiſe, 
"Till their Warblings reach the Skies: 
Painted Gardens, Grots and Groves, 
Intermingling Shade with Light; 


* 


Join to give the Soul Delight, 
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SONG DVII. At ev'ry fond Kiſs that with Freedom he takes, 
OTHER Day as I fat in the Sycamore Shade, 


My Heart may rebound if it will! 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, 


There's ſomeching ſo ſweet in the Buſtle it makes, 
Ttembled——1 bluſh'd a poor innocent Maid! | I'll die ere I bid it lic fill, 
and my Heart caper'd up to my Tongue. | | 


ily Heart, I cry'd fie! what a Flutter is here! 
Young Damon deſigns you no Ill; 

ſhe Shepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then prythee, fond Urchin, lie fill, 
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SO NG DIX. 
HY ſhould we of humble State, 


Vainly blame the Pow'rs above; 
Or accuſe the Will of Fate, 1 


Which allows us all to love? 
Love (impartial gentle Boy) 
| Deals his Gifts as free as Air, 
Love is all the Shepherd's Joy, . 
Love is all the Damſel's Care. | 25 5 


y Damon drew near, and knelt down at my Feet, 
One Kiſs he demanded ——no more ! : 

ut urg'd the ſoft Preſſure with Ardour ſo ſweet, 
could not begrudge him a Score, 

y Lambkins I've kiſs'd and no Change ever found, 
Many Times as we play'd on the Hill; 

bat Damon's dear Lips made my Heart gallop round, | 
or would the fond Urchin lie fill. 


Hope, that Charmer of the Soul, ; "4d 
Hope, in Love ſhould eyer live, | * 
Could our Vears for ever roll, | k 
Love would Bleſſings ever give: 
Yourh, alas! too ſwiftly flies, 
Nor can Cupid bid him ſtay; 90 
Beauty, like a Shadow dies, 9 
"94 has Wings and will away. 
5 x 


hen the Sun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore Shade, 
For Shelter, I'm ſure to repair ; 
nd, Virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 

Altho' the dear Shepherd be there. 


- N 1 1 
f rt 04 
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A URE never poor Shepherd was rortur'd like me, 
x ) From Morning till Night I could never be free; 
The Charms of young, Phillis fo ran in my Head, 

I wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or 1 wiſh'd my felt dead. 


Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my Caſe, 

She gave me a frown, or ſhe langh'd in my Face; 
Yer ftill 1 ador'd her, and call'd her my Wife, 

My Paſſion was fix'd, nor could end but with Life. 


T found all the Offers J made her of Love, 
Produc'd no Effect, nor Affection would move; 
So ſchem'd a Conirivance her Paſſion to try, 
And boldly reſolv'd, or to conquer, or dic. 


*Twas ſpread round the Village, I courred young 

| Prue, | | 

And Pfillis had left, her own Schemes to purſue ; 

This anſwer'd my Wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more 
kind, | | 


And vow'd to be true, if I'd not change my Mind, | 
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[41 ca:cl'd the Occaſion and ſent for a Pricſt, 


For foar ſhe ſhould alter, I thought ir the belt, 
From de learn, ye Virgins ; be bl: if you can, 
And never refuſe the ſincere honeſt Man, 


| | SONG: DIX 
A S Jockey was trudging the Meadows ſo pay, 
So blithe and fo bonny his Air! 

He met a young Laſs who was going his Way, 
Jer Fade all fo clonded with Care: 

He as|.'d her what made her ſo moaping and fad, 
"['was ply, if ſhe were in Pain; ” 

She figh'a, “ | have loſt the verieſt, beſt Lad, 
And I never ſhall ſce him again!“ | 


Is he gone ro the Wars for full many a Year, 
noth Jockey, who troubles you fo ? 
Or clfe, where on Earth he can never appear, 
Where you and I ſurely muſt go? | 


« No, he's fled,” ſhe reply'd, © with another fond ſhe 


„Tho to me he was plighted for ays, 


Oer the Mountains he's gone with another from me 


And therefore I cannot be gay.“ 


Sh 
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If thii's all, quoth jockey, your \W ailing give „ quickly come, and bring with thee, 

He's a Loon, who 1+ not worth your Pain; Glad Joy to all, but Love for me. 

„et him go. Ince he's chang'd, be you wretched no 
more, 8 | No more the Tenants of the Grove, 

Nor think of a falſe-hearted Swain: | In Concert rune their P'ales of Love; 
Bur take, if you will, for the ].ad ot your Heart, \nd Nature ccaſes to be pay, 

Whom Fortune has thrown in your Way, W hene'cr my Shepherd keeps away, 
IM fouth all your Grief, and I'll bainſh your Smart, | | 

Here I'm ready to do as 1 fiy, No ſonger fly the peaceful Shade, 


7 : ut haſte to meet your conſtant Maid: 
Then he wip'd her bright Eyes, and he ſurg herz] O, quickly come, and bring with thee, 


Song, 3 Glid Joy to all, but Love for me. 
Her Face Jook*d no longer De pair; ” 
He whiſper'd of Love, as they ſaunicer'd along, 5 SONG DXIII. 
And ſhe thought him a Lad worth her Care : 7 0 | 5 
She ſmil'd and grew pleas, late a Stranger to Joy, E Ladies, who drive from the Smoak of the 
And Jockey perceiving her kind, | Town, 89 
More preſſing was grown, and the Lass was leſs coy, ] 80 whimſical, frolic and gay ; 
So, he drove the falſe Loon from her Mind. | Ye near Country Laſſes, in clean T.innen Gown, 
(14 | | As blithe and as pretty as they . | 
. Here Faunus invites Pleaſure's Paths to explore, 
a HY, Collin. muſt your Laura mourn, And Care on his Crutches has limp'd from the Door, 


Or longer wait your wiſh'd Return! = | 
7 E e 2 Here 
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Here Zephyr's light Pinions waft Odours around, 
Selected from Valley and Hill ; | 


The God of the Woodlands has hallow'd the Ground, 


And Health is a Tenant ar Will: 
No Lilly or Roſe in the Soil need appear, 
So freſhly they bloom in the Cheeks of the Fair. 


Here Collin, ſhould Damon his Province invade, 
Fach Obſtacle ſoon may remove; 
The Clack of the Mill and the bubbling Caſcade, 
Will ſoften the Tale of his Love: 
Thus baffling his Rival, with Arm round her Waiſt, 
The Slighted becomes the dear Fav'rite at laſt. 


How ſweetly the Muſes in Harmony join, 
To cheer the brisk Lad and his Laſs ; 
Now frce-hearced 'Topers exult in their Wine, 
And kiſs the tweet Lips of the Glaſs : 
Then baniſh Exceſs, which alone can deftroy, 
Theſe innocent Pleaſures which Britons enjoy. 


SONG LXIV. 


L AST Week in the Grove, 
U met with my Love, 


| 


Collection of Favourite New Songs. 
| Who haftily bid me begone * 


I ask'd for a Kiſs, 
She rook it amiſs, 


Her Anſwer was, ** Let me alone.” 


« Fyc, fye Phillis, fye, 
* What makes you fo ſhy ?" 
I anſwer'd in paſſionate Tone : 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 
* You mult be deny'd, 
« So leave me and Jet e alone * 


% J know that you Men, 

% Arc falfe nine in ten, 
« J neyer reflected *till now; 

« No longer purſue, 

« Bur ceaſe to ſubdue, 


« Yon ſhall not deceive me I vow.” 


I rold her for Life, 
I'd make her my Wife, 


And ſwcar to be true o'cr and o'er; 
That I'd Virtue and Youth, 


Love, Honour and Truth, 


And what could ſhe wiſh to have more. 


« J 


It 


A Collection 


« Tf that's ycur Intent, 
„% pive my Conſen:, 
She cry'd, “ To the Prieſt let's be gone.“ 
lcd her away, 
She's happy and gays. 
Nor longer crics, Let me alone. 


SUNG: DRV. 


n E, Accompany'd. 


A\R Norchward as the Dane extends his Sv ay, 
E Where the Sun plances bur a floping Kay ; 
B neath the Thicket of a ſhady Grove, | 
Cleonicus, pethion'd thus to Foe. 


A L.. 


Where Jove ſhall I a Fair One find, 
With ev'ry Beauty gractd, 

To pleaſe a fond defiring Mind, 
And ſuit au am'rous Taſte ? 


of Favorite New Sg. 
| 


REC IT FV. 
Indulgent Jove, the Swafn's Petition heard! 
Aud thus in Strains harmonious Anſwer made, 


AIR. 


if von would with Beauty meet, 
Love defiring, parking Wit; 
Jo Britain's happy lle remove, 
Le Scat of Beauty and of Love. 


SONG DXSVE 


E T Mifers hug their darling Store, 
4 And kiſs cach Guinea o'er and Her, 
Pim richer with a Shilling; 
It brings me out to chearful Air, 
o met my lovely, cruel Fair, 
Oh! that ſhe was but willing, 


To make her ſuch I point to Groves, 
And bid her mark the hcart-lick Doves, 


n 


K £22 


How 
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How ſweetly they are billing ; 
But all in vain (as yet) my Art, 
For, Ob! I feel acrois my Heart, 

Love's God his Poiſon ſpilling. 


The Streams which flow like my ſad Eye, 

Will leave at laſt their Channels dry, 
Unleſs the Springs are filling ; 

And ſofict Rain, on hardeſt Stone, 

Will wear (tho' Drops fall one by one) 

A Hole by conſtant drilling. 


But, Oh! my Springs will ne'er again 
Repleniſh, but with freſher Pain, 
Her Frowns are ftill fo killing; 
Nor will my Tears her Marble pierce, 
Tho' conſtant Drops bedew my Verſe, 
From Eyes, like Limbecks ſtilling. 


I ſung the Song, it pleas'd her too, 
How Sue loves I, and I loves Sue, 

While Neighbour's Griſt was milling ; 
Bur all was vain, if you muſt know, 
So!] reſolv'd to let her go, 

Becauſe ſhe was not willing. 


SONG DXVII. 


H“ why ſhould Love, with tyrant Sway, 
Oppreſs each youthful Heart! 
Mult all his rigid Laws obey, 
And feel his pointed Dart ? 


On Reaſon's Aid in vain we call, 
To break the (laviſh Chain; 
The potent God diſdains it all, 
And triumphs in our Pain, 


SONG DXVII. 


N Days of Yore, when on the Plain, 

1 Queen Mab, with all her Fairy Train, 
Ia ſpurtive Gambols took Delight, 

By Cynthia's borrow'd ſilver Light; 

It e'cr our Grandames did amiſs, 

The Puniſhment, ye Fair, was this, 


Was Lady Mary ever known, 


To toy with Celadon alone; 


Did 


Did Avarice her Boſom fill, 

With Paſſion ſtrong for dear Quadrille; 
or did her Heart for Dancing beat, 

Then bliſter'd were her Hands and Feet. 


If once too ſmall her Ruff ſhe wore, 
Her Petticoat too ſhort before; 

Or if io catch the Gazer's Sight, 

She us'd the Arts, of Red and White ; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy Crew, 

Weile ſure to pinch her Black and Blue. 


But far more happy Days we fix, 

The Britiſþ Dames of Sixty-ſix, 

Are not afraid of rigid Elves, 

They know no Guardians but themſelves ; 7 

JF The tell-cale Race at length ſubdu'd, 
Hear me; nor think the Leſſon rude. 


Since pre ſent Times are juſt as bad, 
And ev'ry one is Pleaſure mad. 
This Method 1 ſhould think the beſt, 


To keep a Fairy iu your Brealt, 


A ColleSion of Favourite New Songs. 319 


Who neer for 'Trifles ſhould make War, 
Bur when 228 chance to go too far. 


SONG DXIX. 


\RE Picbas ſhall peep on the freſh budding 
| Flow'r, 
Or Blve-Bclls are robb'd of their Dew; 
Slecp on, my Maria, while I deck the Bower, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


There Roſes and Jeſ*mine each other ſhall greet, 


And mingle to copy thy Hue; 


The Lilly co march with chy Boſom ſo ſweet, 


How faint its Reſcmblance of you! 


With Sweets of thy Breath, the Hedge Vilet mall 


vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its Due; 


28 Thorn ſhall be robb'd of the Sloe for thine 


Eye, 
Vet Nature paints nothing like you, 


The 
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The Leaves of the Senſitive Plant muſt declare, 
The Truth of my well-belov'd the ; 

Wnoſe dards if ro touch it, bold Shepherds ſhou'd þ 


Care, 
Would ſhrink from all others but me. 


© ON DEA... 
REC 1 r E, Accompany d. 


ne dull Care! without Delay, 
0 gl eo%emy Velarts, haſte away. 


AIR. 


H*rher haſte, ye Sons of Pleaſure, 
oy are knows nor Bound or Meaſure ; 
aniſh Care, and drouzy Thinking, 
Now's the Reign of Love and Drinking ; 
Care and Serrow's Toil and Trouble, 


And the World an cmpry * | 


| 
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RECITATIVE, 


. While thus the joily God invites, 


; The ncighb'ring Swains to his Delights; 
E bid receives the gath'ring Throng, 
And as they en haſte along, 

Bacchus again relumes his Song. 


A IN. 


*Tis Wine ard Women Life employ, 
W ne and V\ 51 Ii are our Joy; | 
We're hitner ſent to drink «1G love, 
Tacle are the Bleſliugs from Above. 


SONG DXXI. 


Ruel Strephon, will you leave me? 
Will you prove yourſe if forſworn ? 
Can, ah! can you :hus decelve me 
| Can you treat my Love with Scori ? 


| 


On 


F. 
T 
3 
= 
U 
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hh! behold your Chloe pleading, In vain chaunt the Warblers of ev'ry green Spray, 
Turn and ſee your once-lov'd Maid; For cach Month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 
et ſoft Pity interceding, | | 


ge a Heart your Vous betray'd. 


Ila vain of the ſofter Ideas I preach, 
Cracl Strephon, &c, 


In vain would 1 Leſſons of Harmony teach; 


| She heeds nor Thruſh, Linnet, or Nightingale 11. ay, 
Maft J hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 


| For each Month is as welcome to Jenny as May, 
Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd Brain; 
dee he triumphs in my Anguiſh, | In vain do the Shepherds and Milk-Maids advance, 
Sec he glories in my Pain! 


lu vain is the Song, the Pipe, Tabor and Daiice; 
In vain are the Fields all enamell'd and pay, 
For each Month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


Cruel * Kc. 


SONG DXXIL. What Pity a Gem of ſuch Luftre ſhould be, 


Encruſted by Pride, to fo vile a Degree; 
* the Sky-Lark awak⸗ d to the Sweets af the | Oh! Love, let her feel what 1 ſuffer one Day, 
Morn, 


Ere ſhe finds it too late for to welcome the May. 
From the Bud of the Roſe to the bloſſoming Thorn; 


Thro' the Copſes, the Meadows, the Valleys [ tray, | SONG DXXlll 
And all Nature looks warmly to welcome the May. E Fair be advis'd by a Friend, 


W hoſe Counſel proceeds from the en, 
All, all, except ay the Fair Plague of my Heart, On Beauty no longer depend, 
laſenſible ſhe ! both ro Nature and Art ; Or fly to the Efforts of Art; 


If 
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If a Shepherd you'd gain to your Arms, | | | SONG DxxXIV. 
Let Virtue each Action approve, 1 | 
AIX. 


Her Charms the fond Boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens the Soul into Love. 175 | | 
| Wu Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in vain, 
My firm Reſolves to move ? 


\ 
[ 
l 
My Heart, alas! may feel the Pain, 
[ 
d 
] 


To- day be not nice as a Bride, 
To-m. rrow untimely ſevere ; 

Let Prudence and Truth be your Guide, 
Nor Caprice or Folly appear: 

Unleſs you thus govern your Mind, 


But fcorns the Guilt of Love! 


RECITATIV E, Accompany d. 


T And baniſh Deceit from your Breaſt, Perfiions too, like all the reſt, | ? 
Too ſoon by Experience you ll find, [” ts Girton D ati of 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be ble. 61 ee pee e 5 5 

7 Ah! cant thou ſeck to wound the Breaft, 

| | That pants for thee alone? T 
Neglected you'll wither and fade, | | * 
"Fill Beauty, by Age ſhall decay; e | | . B 
Then lovely retreat to the Shade, | I. 
Aud mourn the ſad Hours away: No! for a Thought fo meanly baſe, F 
How deſp'rare will then be your Fate? * Ungrateful thou fhalr find, V 
Hoy great your ſad Loſs to deplore? | I The Heart that could admire thy Face, 1 

Re pentance, alas! is too late, 8-45 Ol Can bate thee for thy Mind. | | p 
When the Power to charm is no more. | | 1 


SONG 
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S ON G--DXXV. 
Pleafare's in Faſhion, and Life but a Jeſt, 


Ince : 
In ſpite of n [ii liozh with the Beſt; 


L- r the Dall, ho repate 1t a Weakne 15 iO ſme, 
Arraign my Op nion, my Morals revile, 

While I know that my Boſom is free from a Flaw, 
I'll k-ep up the Chorus of Ha! Ba! Ha! Ha! 


Deterwin'd to leap o'er the Bar of Controul, 

No River ſhall cioſe up my Freedom of Soul ; 

If Cre or IIl- nature ſhould come in my Reach 
And foaming with Rüge, like a Methodiſt preach, 


While 1 know that my Boſom is free from a Flaw, 


Ill crip up tneir Heels, and cry Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! 


To be happy, I'] laugh as rhe Minutes advance, 
Mirth ' phy thou the Fiddle, I warrart I'll dance; 
But ſweeter the Mufic will Hort in the Air, 

It Lucy, my good-iemoer'd Lucy, b: there; 

dhe knowing my Boſom quice free from a Flaw, 


Will join the ſweet Tune of Love's Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! 


| | 


Il laugh thro' the World in Defiance of Strife, 
For Laugh: :cr's an Oil to the Sallad of Life; 


Bur wha: can Vouth's 
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Pl m ke Daduy Time, as heipaſſes i in Haſte, 
[Look over nis Shoulder and long tor a Tafie 3 


nen, Friends, witle your Boloins are free f. om a 
Flaw, | 


| Swell round the gay Chorus of Ha? Ha! Ha! Ha! 
SONG DXXVI. 
EE Winter its deſolate Train, 


Of Froft ant of Tempeſt may bring, 
Yet Flora ſteps for v ard again, 


Aud Nature revives in ike Spring: 


Tho' the Sun of his Glories decreas'd, 
Of his Beams in rhe Evening is horn, 
Ye: he riſes with Joy in the Eat, 
Aud repairs them again in the Morn. 


Sunſhine recal, 
Or the Bioctioms of Beauty reflore ? 

W hen its Leaves are beginning to fall, 
Ir dies and is heard of no more: 

The Spring- Fime of Love then _ 

"Tis a Leſſon that's caſy to learn; 

For Cupid's a Vagrair, 2 Boy, | 

And his Seaſons will never return. 


/ SONG 


S O NGO DXXYL. 
RECITATIVE, Accompany d. 


ROM Latmos' Mount, whence ſacred Groves de- 

| end, | ON 
Diana, and be virgin Train defcend ; 

And while the buskin'd Maids, with active Care, 

The Bu&'neſs of the daily Chace prepare: 

With Joy the Goddeſs views her ſhining Throng, 

And thus exulting ſwells the jovial Song. 


A I R. 
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Jolly Pealth ſprings aloft, at che loud-ſounding Horn, 
Unlock'd from ſoft AHumber's Embrace; 

And Foy ſings an Hymn to ſalute the ſweet Morn, 
That ſmiles on the Nymphs of the Chace. 

The Rage of fell Cupid no Boſom prophanes, 
No Rancour diſturbs our Delight, 


| 


+ 
1 
15 


. 
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Plains, 


ö 


All the Day with freſh Yigour we ſweep o'er the 
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80 NG DXXVIII. 

Ingcup, Daffodil and Roſe, 

Shall the Fairy Wreath compoſe, 
Beauty, Sweetneſs and Delight, 
Crown our Revels of the Night. 

Lightly trip ir o'er the Green, 
Where the Fairy Ring is ſeen; 
So no Step of earthly Tread, 
Shall offend our Lady's Head. 


{Virtue ſometimes droops her Wing, 
| Beaury's Bee may loſe its Sting; 


Fairy Land can both combine, 
Roſes with the Eplantine ; 
Lightly be your Meaſures ſeen, 
Dettly foor 1t o'er the Green, 
Nor a Spectre's balctul Head, 
Peep at our nocturnal Tread. 


SONG DXXIX. 
HE gentle Swan, with graceful Pride, 
Her gloſly Plumage laves; 
And failing down the filver Tide, 
Divides the whiſp'ring Waves: 


And flecp with Gontentment all Night. 


— * 


The 


The filver Tide that wand* ring flows, 
Sweet ro the Bird muſt be ; | 

But not ſo ſweer, bliche Cupid knows, 
As Delia 1s to me. 


A parent Bird in plaintive Mood, 
n yonder Fruit-Tree ſung ; ; 

And ſtill the pendant Neſt ſhe view d, 
That held her callow Young : 

Tho? dear to her maternal Heart, 
The genial Brood muſt be; 

They're not ſo dear, the chouſandth Part, 
As Delia is to me. 


The Roſes that my Brow ſurround, 
Were Natives of the Dale; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a Garland bound, 
Before their Hue grew pale: 
My vital Blood would thus be froze, 
If luckle ſs torn from thee; 
For what the Root is to the Roſe, 
My Delia is to me. 


he 
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Two Doves J found like new-fall'n Snow, 


So White the beauteous Pair 3 
The Birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her Boſom fair : 


| May they of our connubial Love, 


A happy Omen be; 


Then ſuch fond Bliſs as Turtles prove, 


Shall Delia ſhare with me. 
SO NG - DXXX. 
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LAY Laura, who once was a blithe happy Maid, 


Now ſeeks the ſad Grove, or retires to the 


Shade 
By Strephon undone, 
She's now left alone, 


tray'd. 


Neſt; 
Tho' ſweet is the Strain, 
She warbles in Pain, 


a The Loſs of her Mate, is the Loſs of her Reſt. 


Ff 


Vet loves the falſe Swain whom her Peace has be- | 


The Nightingale thus, with a Thorn in her Breaſt, 
| Complatus when rude Hands ſnatch her Mate trom the 


SONG 
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SONG DXX XI, 
OUNG Arabella, Mamma's Care, 
And ripe to be a Bride; 
Had Charms a Monarch might enſnare, 
Bur Beauty mix'd with Pride: 
And till, to blaſt that Happineſs, 
Her Pride each Lover cool'd ; 
The Number of her Slaves was leſs, 
And leſs the Ty rant rul'd. 


| Her Siſter Charlotte, tho' not bleſs'd, 
With Beauty's potent Spell; 
The Virtues of the Mind poſſcſs'd, 
And bore away the Belle. 


Knights, Earls and Dukes, like Summer Flics, 


Around the Maiden flew ; 
They preſs'd to tell ten Thouſand Lies, 
As Men are apt to do. 


Fond Celadon addreft the Fair, 
Re ſolv'd no Time to loſe; 

A Youth with ſuch a Shape and Air, 
W hat Female could refuſe : 


| 


| 


| 


Accept the Man that's worthy you, 


| 


Like all the reſt, he ou n'd his Flame, 


His arcle!s Flame alone, 
The bluſhing Maid confeſs'd the ſame, 


3 Prieſt ſoon made them one. 


Poor Arabella, vex'd to find 


Her Siſter made a Wife; 
Pretends to rail at all Mankind, 
And praiſe a ſingle Life, 
Ye Virgins, Charlottes Plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's Hate; | 


Before it is too late. 
SONG DXXXII. 
ENTLE, idle, trifling Boy, 
wing of Pleaſure, ſing of Joy: 
Well you paint the cryſtal Spring, 
Well the flow'ry Meadows fing ; 
But beware of bolder Flight. 
Tempt not Heaven's unequal Height; 
But beware with impious Strain, 
Mock not Virtue's ballow'd Train: 


A Culiecien of 


Gered here, O! ever, be ; 
Heav'n, and Hrav'n- born Liberty. 


Let the Slaves of Jawleis Sway, 

Let the ſtupid Flock obey , 

Pen: within a narrow Fold, 

Ty'd, and ftript, and flain, and ſold: 
Happier Stars the Brave befriend; 
Britons know a nobler End : 

Thcirs one common Good to ſhare ; 
Theirs to feel one common Care ; 

In the glorious Task combine, 

From the Monarch to the Hind. 


Yer, O! ceaſe not, gentle Boy, 
ding of Pleaſure, fing of Joy: 

Like thy Brothers of the Wing, 
Idle hop, and chirp, and fing. 
Heav'n can nothing vain produce, 
Ev'ry Creature has its Uſe ; 

Thine it 1s ro ſooth our Toll; 
Thine to make e' en Wiſdom ſmile : 
Much they err, who ſuch deſpiſe ; 
Trifles pleaſe the truly Wiſe. 


2 
1 01 


1 
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SONG Dxxxit. 


E NN. bright ac he Day, 
And as buxom as May, 
I happen'd ro kis; 
When ſhe angry did ſay, 
„What's the Meaning of this? 


„Why theſe Freedoms, I pray!“ 


| © Dear Jenny, I need no Apology uſe, 


« Your Charms for my Crimes are ſufficient Excuſe : 

Sure Lips, ſweet as thoſe, were for Kiſſing de- 
„ po SEE 

Cry'd ſhe, Very fine! very pretty indeed!“ 

Repearing this Strain o'er again and again, 

| kiſs'd her, and preſs'd her, ſtill more to obtain, 


Fill ſhe ſprung from my Arms, and flew over the 


Plain: 


Like Daphne, ſhe ſtrove my Embrace to clude; 


Like Phebus, I quicken'd my Pace and purſu'd. 
What follow'd, ye Lovers, muſt never be ſaid; 
But was all very fine, very pretty indeed. 


F f 2 SONG 
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SONG DXXXIV. 
RECITATIVE. 


MPHITRION and his Bride, a God-like 


Pair, 
Hie brave as Mars, and ſhe as Venus fair, 
On Thrones of Gold, in Purple Triumph plac'd, 


Wich matchleſs Splendor held the Nuptial- Feaſt ; 


While the high Root with loud Applauſcs rung, 
Enroptur'd thus the happy Hero ſung. 


A1R, 


Was mighty Fove deſcending 
In all his Wrath divine, 
Enrag'd at my pretending 
To call this Charmer mine; 
His Shafts of bolted Thunder, 
With Boldneſs, 1 deride ; 
Not Heaven uſelf can ſunder 
The Hearts, that Love has ty'd, 


RKBTCILTA-T:1 YE 


| The Thunderer heard; he look'd with Vengeatc: 


down, 
Till Beauty's Glance difarm'd his awful Frown : 
The magic Impulſe of 4lcmena's Eyes, 
Compell'd the conquering God to quit the Skies: 
| He feign'd the Husband's Form, poſſeſs'd her Charms, 
And puniſh'd his Preſumption in her Arms, 


AIR. 
He deſerves ſublimeſt Pleaſure, 


MW ho reveals it not when won: 
Beauty's like the Miſer's Freaſure; 
Boaſt it, and the Fool's undone. 


Learn by this, unguarded Lover, 
When your ſecret Sighs prevail, 

Not to let your Tongue diſcover 

| Raptures, that it ſhou'd conceal, 


SONG 
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SONG DXXXV. | AIR, 


Reathe ſoft ye Winds, be calm ye Skies, 
Ariſe, ye flow'ry Race ariſe ; 
Ye filver Dews, ye vernal Show'rs, _ 
Call forth a blooming Waſte of tlow'rs, 
he fragrant Roſe, a beauteous Gueſt, 
Shall Aouriſh on my Fair One s Breaft ; 
© Shall grace her Hand, or deck her Hair, 


The Flow'r moſt ſweer, the Nymph moſt fair. 


Around the Fair attending, 
To her ſubmiſhve bending ; 


Our yielding Hearts confeſs her Sway, 
All her ſuperior Pow'r obey, 


SONG bxxXXVI. 
c HO RUS. 


ILV ER veſted, bright and gay, 
Pleaſure keeps her Holy-day. 


Smiling Airtb, and roſy Foy, 

Youthful Love, appearing coy, 
Join'd with Frolick indiſereet, 

Form her Train, with dancing Feet. 


CHORUS. 


Hark ! "tis Pleaſure's Voice invites 
| Nymph and Swains, to ſweet Delights. 


AIR 


See, in yonder roſy Bou ' rs, 
Half reclin' in Beds of Flow'rs, 
Such a Nymph as might inſpire 
Hoary Aye, with ſoft Deſire. 


Y CHORUS. 
Hark ! *ris Pleaſure's Voice invites 


Nymphe and Swaius, to ſweet Delights, 
et 3 


AIR, 
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AIR. SONG DXXXVII. 
Round the Table, bold and free, | | CHORUS. % 
View the Topers full of Glee ; | | 
Jeſt and Laughter there abound, 82 the merry Pipe and Drum, Y 
ow the merry Glaſs goes round. | Hither Nymphs and Shepherds come. 
Summer ſmiles in rich Array, 
CHO R US. | All is happy, all is gay; 
OS 5 . As the chearful Sun goes down, 

Hark ! "tis Pleaſare's Voice invites Let ſweer Mirth your Labours crown 5 
Nymphs and Swains, to {weet Delights, Sound the merry Pipe and Drum, 1 

5 Hither Nymphs and Shepherds come. 

. 7 
See the B ſparkling brigh We 
| Þ i rignt 1 | 
ae 8 5 ſocet Delighe * : Bees ſce around from ev'ry Place, . c 
None can ſure ſuch Joys refrain, 1 5 * 8 Aeg — 7 X 
- =p 4: Hh P 7 ; ; e nc l Oc KS id Conc rove; 4 
YE NIH IVE. FORT: 90 CELE-DEED om And bleat their tender Tales of Love. b 
CRYBYS CHORUS. 

Hark ! "tis Pleaſure's Voice invites Sound the merry Pipe and Drum, | C 
Nymphs and Swains, to tweet Delights. [ Hicher Nymphs and Shepherds come. T 


AIR 


AIR. 
Here roſy Mirth and Bacchus pays 


Aitend your ſmilipg Joys to crown, 
While Moderation leads the Way, 
Such Revelry to few is known. 


CHORUS. 


Sound the merry Pipe and Drum, 
Hicner Nymphs and Shepherds come. 


AIR. 


The Joys we taſte to few are known, 
Content and Healch our Labours crown; 
No jealous Fears our Boſoms move, 
For, conſtant each, we truly love. 


CHORUS. 


Sound the merry Pipe and Drum, 
Hither Nymphs and Shepherds come. 
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| Summer ſmil<s in rich Array, 


AIR. a 


Here melting Muſic, Love inſpires, 
Here Peace rewards the mid-day Toll ; 

3ur far from hence are looſe Deſires, 
Here Innocence and Vircue ſmile. 


FULL CHORUS. 3 


Sound the merry Pipe and Drum, | 
Hither Nymphs and Snepherds come. N 


All his happy, all is gay; | M 
As the cheartul Sun goes down, | 2 
Let [wert Mirth your L hours crown: 

Sond the merry Pipe ana Drum, 9 
Hirher Ny mphs ard Shepherds come, 


89 NG DXXXVIIL 


N April, when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain, 
And dummer approaching rejoiceth the Swain; 


The 
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\h! Friends; how delighted, how bleft fhould I be 


The yellow hair'd Laddie, would often times go, | 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawthorn 
Trees grow ; \ | 
There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
Wirh Freedom he ſung his Loves Ev'ning and Morn: | 
He ſung with ſo ſoft and enchanting a Sound, 
That Hlvuans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The Shepherd thus ſaid, tho“ young Molly be fair, 

Her Beauty is daſh'd with a ſcornful proud Air; 

But Sy is handfome, and ſweetly can ſing, 

Her Breath, like the Breeze, gives Perfumes to the 
Spring; „ 

There's 8 in all the gay Bloom of her Youth, 

Like the Moon is inconſtant and never ſpeaks Truth, 

But Suſy is faithful good humour'a and free, 

And fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 


* 


My Lad y's fine Daughter with all her great Dow'r, 
Is aukwardly airy, ahd frequently four, 
Bur Sufy, who knows neither Riches nor Scorn, 


M ou'd my Sy but ſmile, and her Parents agree: 


Tne Joy of my Eyes, and the Pride of my Soul. 


SONG DXXXIS. 


NOE R US meaner Themes diſdaining, 
To the Lyriſt's Call repair, 


And the Strings to Rapture ſtraining, 


Come and praiſc the Britiſ) Fair. 


Chiefs throughout the Land victorious, 
Born io conquer and to ſpare, 

Were not gallant, were not plorious, 
Till commanded by the Fair. 


All the Works of Worth or Merit, 
W hich the Sons of Art prepare, 

Have no Pleaſure, Life or Spirit, 

But as berrow'd from the Fair, 


Is mild as the Bluſhes that paint the uew Morn, 


What more could I with for? My Sufy's the Whole 
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Reaſon is as weak as Paſhon, | 
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Such Droſs I deſpiſe, for Contentment is mine, 
Bur if you for Truth declare, And the wels it yields me are Woman and Wine, 
M\\ orth and Manhood are the Faſhion, And the Jewels it yields me, &c. 
Favour by the Britiſh Fair. 


To muſty old Precepts let Grey Beards ſubſcribe, 
a, Dull Stoics! I hate all the dotardly Tribe ; 
SONG DXL. My Knowledge is pleaſant, my Wiſdom divine, 

. | For I ſtudy no Science but Wiſdom and Wine, 
ET other Men envy the Pomp of the Great, For | ftudy no Scicnce, &c. 

And ſigh for the ſplendid Deluſions of Stare; = | 
While Health and good Humour, and Freedom are | While thus with Contentment I chearfully ſing, 
mine, 


To my Laſs and my Bottle my Thoughts I'll reſign, 


„ IS — 


| 1 envy no Courier, no Cour: nor no King: 0 
|] 1 ſmile at Ambion, and Fortune defy, | | 
To my Laſs and my Bottle my Thoughts I'll reſign. | With my Laſs and my Bottle fo happy am I, ; 
3 | With my Laſs and my Bottle, &c. . 
With them, while I careleſfsly ſtretch at my Eaſe, i: Hank | 
I fay what I will, and I do what 1 pleaſe; 
What tho' co allure me Ambition may try, 


With my Laſs and my Bottle her Charms I defy, 
With my Laſs and my Bottle, c. 


. . - 


JV cautious Mother, t'other Day, 
Cry'd Polly, mind me, do! 
I ſaw young Damon come this Way, 


Old Miſers, to add to their Thouſands in Store, ung f 
| And fear he came to you. 


May dive into Earth, and its Treaſures explore ; 


You 
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You know he's gay, and thought a Rake, 
So never welcome make him: 

Thus I get ſcolaed for his ſake—— 
I wiſh the Deuce wou'd take him. 


"Tis true, I met him in the Grove; 
He gently graſp'd my Hand, 
Then ſigh'd, and talk'd more Things ef Love 

Than I cou'd underſtand ; 

And who'd have thought that we were ſcen ? 
But of ſuch Tricks I'll break him; 

If he won't tell me what they mean, 

The Deuce ſure ought to take him. 


I often feel my Boſom glow 
With Warmth I never knew; 
If this be Love that haunts me 1a, 
W hat can a Virgin do? 

Indeed, for Pipe, for Dance and Song, 
Gainſt ev'ry Swain I'd take him; 
Bur if he tantalizes long, | 
J hope the Deuce will take him, 


They ſay from Wedlock ſprings Delight, 
Then let him ſpeak his Mind, 
%,ẽ no Obj e ction to unite 
With one fo fond and k ind. 
My Morher, tho“ too apt to pry, 
To aiſoblige I'm loth ; 
lower III wed, then all her Cry 
| Will be, Deuce take em both. 


SONG DXLII. 


| ( 3 ye Founta ins, ceaſe to murmur ; 


Balmy Winds, your Breath forbe ar: 
>«.ttly blow ing. gently flowing, gently flowing, 
Ye but wake my tender Care. 


Ve but wake my tender Care; 
My tender Care, my tender Care. 


SONG DXL. 


INCE loft ro Peace of Mind ferenc, 
* 1 drag my Chain in fruitleſs Hope, 


Ii court each melancholy Scene, 


Aud give my Sorrows their full Scope. 


Sof ly blowing, gently flowing, gently flowing, 


My 


y lovely, fprightly, gallant Tar, 
W ho ſports with fierce deſtructive War, 
hink what I] teel (v here*cr thou art) 


nink of thy Alary's breaking Heart. 


ſecure thy dancing Caſtle rides 
Upon che Br C:m of the Deep, 


The ſtormy Wind and Wave abides, 


And Navigation bids thee flcep, 
But balmy Sleep and downy Reſt, 
Shall fly ccd e Tempeſt in thy B eaſt; 
When jealous Fears like mine ſhall prove, 
The Truth of my dear Sailor's Love, 


Hope, Doubr, and Fear, are Winds and Waves 
More dreadful ro the love-tofs'd Mind, 

Than thoſe he $lkilful Seaman braves, 
Who leaves pale Care and Grief behind. 

Th' advzn:'rous Mid, embark'd like me, 

That ſails on ſuch a troubled Sca, 


rde Ocean's Rage would gladly meet, 


And in his Depth ſeck @ Retreat. 
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Yer, Oh! be ſtill, my frantic Brain, 
Let Reaſon u hiſper to thy Fears, 
My Sailor may return again, | 
Crown'd with Succeſs to dry my Tears. 
When Fame with all her gaudy Charms, 
Shall yield to him my lovging Arms; 
And one bleſt Hour together blend, 
The Lover, Hero, Husband, Friend. 


CHOR VS, 


Britannia hail! thou mighty Queen, ; 
Tae $'rength, the Pow'r, the Seas are thine : 
Long may thy Pow'r on Juſtice lean : 
To be preſerv'd they muſt combine. 
To Courage fingly ne'er reſort, | 
For Vircue is thy true Support ; 


fis that alone can Strength maintain, 
Be virtuous and for ever reign, 


SONG DXLIY. 


OME, Laura, and meet your fond Swain, 
Ere Phœbus declines to the Weſt, 


| Nor let me ftill languiſh in Pain, 


1 Your Preſence alone makes me bleſt: 


When 
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When abſent no Pleaſure I feel, 

My Paſſions but ſicken and die; 
No Power my Tortures can heal, 


Unleſs my dear Laura is by. 


Then haſte to yon Jeſſamine Grove, 
Enjoy what no Language can tell; 
*Tis the Seat of Contentment and: Love, 
W here Peace and Tranquility dwell: 
There Cupid our Hearts ſhall unite, 
There Hymen his Altar ſhall raiſe; 
The Mules ſweet Songs ſhall indite, 
And charm the whole Grove with their Lays. 


O! think with ſuch Pleaſures as theſe, 
How Time will glide ſwiftly away; 

Each ſtriving the other to pleaſe, 
Dull Winter ſhall ſmile as the Jay : 

No Happineſs either will tafte, 

But what we both jointly approve; 

Then hither, dear Charmer, O! hafte, | 

And bleſs a fond Swain with your Love. 
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5 SONG DXLV. 
OU NG Damon perceiving Flirtilla pa% by, 
Like Ligſu'ning to kits her he flew 


But ſhe with a Struggle and Frown made reply, 


| vow I'll cry out it you do, 


ut ſhe with a Struggle, &c. 
| For ſhou'd my Mamma, who is in the next Room, 


But hear you, ſhe'll cauſe you to rue; 


[She'll forbid you the Honſe, then do not preſume, 


I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


But Damon was not to be terrified ſo, 
All Women lov'd Kiſſing he knew; 


| When he offer'd again, 'rwas pray let me go, 


I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


The Youth by Re ſiſtance was ſtill more inflam'd, 
And Kiſſes he Role nor a few; 
This Rudeneſs forbear, Sir, ſhe ſoftly reply'd, 
I vow Tl cry out if you do. 
Thus fluſh'd with Succeſs, like a Woman at Whiſt, 
The reſolute Youth bolder grew; 
But (till ſhe made anſwer, I will not be kiſs'd, 
I vow Il cry out if you do. 


The 
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And ſoon made ihe Damſel come too; 


She ſigh'd and reply'd, you may take what you like, 


Iwill not cry out it you do. 


SONG DXLVI. 


S thro' the Grove I chanc'd to ſtray, 
I mer young Phillis on her Way, 
| flew like Lightning co her Arms, 
And gaz'd in Rapture on her Charms: 
Her Looks reveal'd a modeſt Flame, 
But ſtil! ſhe cry'd, O! tye for Shame, 
Her Looks reveal'd a modeſt Flame, 
But fi1ll ſhe cry'd, O! fye for Shame. 


With eager Haſte I ftole a Kiſs, 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amils ; 
She puſh'd me from her with a Frown, 
And call'd me bold preſuming Clown : 
While I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 

But til! ſhe cry'd, O! fye for Shame. 


| 
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Then Damon reſolv'd his lat Efforts to ſtrike, 


In tender Sighs I told my Love, 
And pledg'd my Faith on Things above; 


| Bur ſhe hike all her Sex was ſhy, 


And iho* I ſwore, would not comply: 
Yer I perceiv'd ſhe met my Flame, 
Bur ftill ſhe cry 'd, O! fye for Shame. 


When this I ſaw, I quickly cry'd, 
Will lovely Phillis be a Bride? 


| Bur, hark! I hear the tinkling Bell, 


To Church let's go, it pleas'd her well: 
And ſoon a kind Compliance came, 


But ſtili ſhe cry'd, O! tye for Shame. 


| Now Flymen's Bands have made ns one, 
The Joys we taſte to few are known 


No jealous Fears our Boſoms move, 
For conſtant each, we truly love: 


| She now declares I'm not to blame ; 


Nor longer cries, O! fye for Shame. 


SONG DXLVIL 


INCE ev'ry Charm on Earth combine, 


Ap Chloe's Face, in Chloe's Mind; 
g | 
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Why 
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| Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee, 

W hat robs me of my Liberty ? 
Why was J born, ye Gods, to ſee, 
W hat robs me of my Liberty ? 


Until that fatal hapleſs Day, 

My Life was lively, blithe and gay; 
Cou'd ſport with ev'ry Nymph, but ſhe, 
W ho robs me of my Liberty. * 


Think then, dear Chloe, e er too late, 
That Death muſt be my hapleſs Fate; 
If Love, and you do not agree, 

To ſet me at my Liberty. 


Now to the darkſome Woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the Pains of Love, 
And envy ev'ry Clown I ſee, 

Enjoy the Sweet of Liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy Train, 
And ev'ry idle Care diſdain ; 
We'll live in ſweet Tranquility, 
Nor wiſh for greater Liberty. 


| 


1 
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| With ſoft rural Liys to drive Grief from his Breaſt; 


SONG DXLVII. 


HE Swain, with his Flock, by a Brook loves 
to reſt, 


The Fop, light as Air, loves himſelt to behold ; 
The Briton his Foe, and the Miſer his Gold: 

The Pleaſures 1 chuſe yield more Joy to my Soul, 
The Delight of my Heart ts a full flowing Bo WI! 
The Huntiman, fatigu'd with the Toil of the Chace, 


By the Side of a Fountain delights ro ſolace ; | 
At his Miſtreſs's Feet the fond Lover to whine, 
The Beau at the Play or Aſſembly to ſhine; d 


The Pleaſurcs I chuſe yield more Joy to my Soul, 
The Delight of my Heart is a full flowing Bowl, A 
The Delight of my Heart is a full lowing Bov], 


My CÞle's in Raptures to hear herſelf prais'd ; 

The Courtier, to hear that his Income is rais'd ; 

Some Nymphs love the Town, and in Jewels to blaze; A 
And ſome, ſilent Shades, with a Lover can pleate ; 

The Plealures I chuſe yield more Joy to my Soul, Y 


| The Delight of my Heart is a full flowing Bow] : 


Some 


A Cilledion of Faviurite NEW WIS, 
ſome Cards love, ſome Coffee, ſome Dice, ald ſom | >0 when my Kitty takes her Chair, 


ak 2: RD Let cv'ry Fair retire, : 
ome Talking, ſome Fidling, ſome Dancing, ſome | Left ſhe cclipſe each boaſted Fair, 


eS 


Play ; | By her ſuperior Fire. 
„ Irpeir Choices are dull, there's a Pleaſure in Wine, e 
Which more than enlivens with Rapture divme. ne. 


The Pleaſures I chuſe, &ec. 


N AY, jeer ye not, Sifters, by Love unbetray'd, 
SONG DXLIS. 


But pity a fond, yet an innocent Maid, 
| ttep'd but with Johnny to yonder Hedge- Row, 


; | | | And vhich of you a x ave dune ſo? 
* NVY in viin, with ſcornful Eyes, = s " e EY 3 
Depreciates my Fair ; If «ith him, he ſaid, to the Coppice I'd firay, | 
dee! Venus quits the gilded Skies, Hs'd gacher me Violets, and Bloom of the May; | 
And leaves her ftarry Chair. Fhen lifs'd me ſo ſweetly, I cou'd not bur go; 
Ah ! cell me, Chloe, why that Frown ? And which of you all, pray, had anſwer'd him, No? 
Why falls that ſilent Tear? | 1 8 
That thou haſt Chorms, we all muſt own —— Ar the Foot of a wide ſwelling Oak we reclin'd ; 
When Kitty is not near. | | lean on his Breaft, while he whiſper'd his Mind! 
: | : His Offer was Marriage, I cou'dn't ſay, No; 
. As Cynthia, Empreſs of the Night, _ Pray which of ye all is't that wou'd have done ſo ? 
Reigns over ev'ry Star, | 


We ſee no other Orb fo bright, 
Till Phœbus ſhews his Car, 


As the Ivy around this ſtout Oak doth intwine, 
do, Su ecting, ſaid he, thou muſt do when chou'rt mine; 
83 Then 


— 
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Then claſp'd me cloſe to him, I begg'd I mighr go; 
But he prcſs'd me ſtill cloſer, and cry d, my Dear, No. 


Alas! gentle Johnny, ſweet Johnny, I ſaid, 
Remember your Promiſe, nor hurt a poor Maid ; 
Conſider my Virrue, and pray let me go; 

Bar he kiſs d me ſtill warmer, and cry'd, my Dear, No. 


Jever have thought him as mild as a Dove; 

How weak is the Heart that gives Sanction to Love! 
Met he ſwears that To morrow to Church he will go; 
He ſhall ne'er get me out again, till he does ſo. 


S8 O N G DLL. 
OOR Celia fell ſick, and look'd wonderful bad, 


Which greatly alarm'd both her Mammy and Dad, 


The Cauſe of her Illneſs no one could come nigh, 
For all that ſhe ſaid, was, © Alas! I ſhall die!” 


The Doctor was ſent for, and came in all Haſte ; 

| In deſperare Caſes there's no Time to waſte : 

He ſmelt of his Cane, and he turn'd up his Eye; 
But Celia ſaid, Doctor, alas! I ſhall die!“ 
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| Paracelſus, or Galen, cou'd not ſhow. him why, 


He next felt her Pulte, cry d, © Hem !”—-and the 
« Ha!” | 


And canvas'd, in Thought, o'er the Phyſical Lay : 
A Damicl to young ſhould complain fhe ſhou'd die, 


Secur'd of his Fee, he reſo1:'d ro pr: ſcribe, { 
(The Fee, the chief End of the Phyſical Tribe) 

With his Pills and his Portions oblig'd to comply; 

She took -i et continu'd-—® Alas! I ſhall die!“ 


Brisk Damon, a Youth of great natural Skill, 
As ſoon as ne heard that poor Celia was ill; 


Wich the Wings of a Lover unto her did fly, 1 
And whiſper'd, “ My Deareft--—my Celia—-fhi'n 
« dic.” 25 


He preſs'd——ſhe conſented—— next Day they wer 
wed, _ 


And her Cheeks with their former ſweet Bloom ar 
ocrſipread ; | | 

The Pleatures of Hymen relumine her Eye; 

And Celia, thank Heav'n—is not likely to die. 


8 O NC 
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SONG DL. 


One more of my Days being ſpent, 
O'er Meads ro my Cottage I tript it along, 
To ſer myſelf down in Content. 
My Cottage, ſweet W oodbines doth deck it all round, 
A ſeſſamine grows at my Door; 
Within it no Trouble is there to be found, 
Tho' nothing but Ground for the Floor; 
Within it no Trouble is there to be found, 
Tho? nothing but Ground for the Floor. 


Tho* my Bed is of Flock, my Sheets are Home- 


In ſpun, ; | "I 
No Trouble takes Place in my Breaſt; 
But, at Night being tir'd, I lay myſelf down, 
er And ſweetly, I taketh my Reſt: 
- Wich the Lark in the Morn I riſe to my Work, 


Where nothing perplexes my Mind; 
If my Lambs go aſtray, I carefully look, 
For ſure, if I ſeek, I ſhall find. 


HE Sun being ſer, and my Work being done, 


| 
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No Thought about Honour, e'cr enters my Head, 
No Riches, I e'er ſhall defire; _ 

The chief of my Study is earning my Bread, 
Proud Titles I ne'er ſhall aſpire : | 

My Pipe, made of Straw, for Amuſement I play, 
While my Lambs they skip over the Plain; 

Being bleſt with Content, my Time flips away; 
At Night to my Cottage again, 


SONG DLL 
"KEGTITATITYAK 
" HE whiſtling Plowman hails the bluſhing Dawn, |; 
The Thruſh melodious drowns the ruſtic Note; | 


Loud ſings the Blackbird thro' reſounding Groves, 
And the Lark ſoars to meet the riſing Sun, 


1 
Away to the Copſe, to the Copſe lead away, 
And now, my Boys, throw off the Hounds, 
l' warrant he ſhews us, he ſhews ns ſome Play, 
Sce yonder he skulks thro” the Grounds, 


See yonder he skulks thro' the Grounds, 


G g 3 | Then 
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"Tis a delicate Scent-lying Morn; 

What Concert is equal to thoſe of the Woods, 
Berwixi Echo, the Hounds and the Horn, 
The Hounds and the Horn, 

The Hourds and the Horn, 
The Hounds and the Horn, 
Betwixt Echo, the Hounds and the Horn. 


Each Earth ſee he tries at in vain, 
The Cover no ſafer can find ; 

So he breaks it and ſcowers amain, 
And leaves us at Diſtance behind. 


O'er Rocks, and o'er Rivers, and Hedges we fly, 

All Hazard and Danger we ſcorn ; 

Stour Reynard we'll follow pntil that he die, 
Cheer up the good Dogs with the Horn. 


And now he ſcarce creeps through the Dale, 

All parch'd trom his Mouth hangs his Tongue ; 
His Speed can no longer prevail, 
Nor his Life, can his Cuuning prolong. 
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Then ſpur your brisk Courſers, ſmoke em my Bloods, 


| 


From our ſtaunch and fleet Pack, iwas in vain that 


he fled, | 
Sec his Bruſh falls bemir'd forlorn ; 
The Farmers, with Pleaſure, behold him lie dead, 
And ſhout to the Sound of the Horn. | 


8 SONG DLIV. 
HILE Love with ſofteſt Influence beams, 
In Myra's radiant Eyes, 

Of Bliſs what clear what lucid Streams, 

From Hymen's Fountain riſe. 
With loveſieſt Charms my Fair One ſmiles ; 

Her Aſpe& how ſerene ! 
O! how ſhe lightens all my Toils, 

W hile Pleaſures intervene. 


| Luxurious Draughts of Bliſs I quaff, 


While beauteous Myra's near; 
Wich her J raiſe the gladd'ning Laugh, 
Or drop the quiv'ring Tear. 
While Kiſſes ſweet —while ſweeteſt Chat 
Prolong the ſhort-liv'd Hour, 
I envy not the wealthy Great, 
Nor all the Pomp of Pow'r. 


SONG 


6 


di 
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SONG DLV. 


H! Nelly, no longer thy Sawny now mourn, 
Let Moſic ard Pleaſure, 
Abound without Meaſure: 
On Hillocks and Moumains, or low in the Burn, 
Or thro' the Wood, Laſſie, ſing Sawney's Return, 
Or thro* the Wood, c. p 


Since 1 have been abſent from thee, my dear Nell, 
No Content, no Delight, 
Have 1 known Day or Night; | 
The murmuring Streams, and the Hills Echo tell, 


How thro' the Wood, Laſſie, I breath'd my ſad Knell, 
how thro' the Wood, &c 


But now to all Sorrow I bid a full 'dieu, 

And with Joy like the Dove, 

I'm return'd to my Love : | 
The Maxim of loving in Truth let's purſue, 
Then thro' the Wood, Laſſie, we'll bonnily go, 
Then thro' the Wood, c. 


| 


Half a Mile from 
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Come Lads, and come Laſſes, be blithſome and gay, 
Let your Hearts merry be, 
And your Pipes full of Glee, 
The klighlahds ſhall ring with the Joys of the Day, 
While the Wood, happy, we dance, ling, and 
play, — 


While thro' the Wood, &c. 


SONG DILVI. 


. a ſweet healthy Air, on a Farm of my own, 


Half a Mile from a Church, and juſt two from a 
Town; 


n a Church, and juſt two from a 


| Town: > 
Diverſions and Bus'neſs I vary for Eaſe, 


| But your fine Folks at London may do as they pleaſe, 


Your fine Folks at London may do as they pleaſe, 
Bar your fine Folks at London may do as they pleaſe. 


By my Freehold, *tis true, I'm entitled to vote; 
Bur becauſe I will never be wrong, if I know it, 


4 1'l adhere to no one, 'till each Party agrees, 


Bat your fine Folks at London, &. 


Tho? 
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Tho Sixty and upwards I never knew Pain; 
My Good y's as ancient, yet does not complain: 


From the Flocks of my own I wear Coats of warm 


Frizc, 


But your fine Folks at London, &c. 


I ne'cr was at Law in the Courſe of my Life, 

Nor injur'd a Neighbour in Daughter or Wife; 
To the Poor have lent Money, but never took ces, 
But your fine Folks at London, &c. 


IT ne'er had Ambition to viſit the Great, 
Yer honour my King, and will ftand by the State, 
By the Church and dear Freedom in all its Degrees, 
But your fine Folks at London may do as they pleaſe, 
But your fine Folks at London, &c. 


S O NG DLVII 
8 yet a Youth, and unbetray'd, 


A : \T ſought the rural Throng ; 
The purling Stream, the cooling Shade, 


Inſpir'd my artleſs Song, 
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How happy then each Moment paſt, 


No Euvy, Peſſion, Strife, | 
ii Folly's Cloud my Mind o'ercaſt, 
And whiſper'd thus See Life! 


Adieu the Grove! adieu the Plain! 
Adieu the purling Stream! 

No more your Charms cen entertain, 
No more muſt be my Theme: 


Where Pleaſure's always rite ; | 
Where Bucks and Bloods, and Wine and Love, 
Fill up the Span of Life. 


Hark ! Comms calls to Midnight Joys, 


Where Circe fills her Cup; Nw 


This Thought alone each Mind employs, 


„Kill Time, and keep it up.” 
For this the Cit his Counter quits, 
And loneſome leaves his Wife, 
With Sots and noiſy wou'd-be Wits, 
For what ? tor ſeeing Life, 


et, ah! how vain this ſtrange Deſire ! 
How vague the Joys they ſhare! 

ſhe Bowl enfeebles Nature's Fire, 

And Folly brings forth Care. 

\ thouſand Ills attendant wait, 

The Piſtol, Sword, or Knife, 
\nd all rhe Hours of future Fate 

Are kill'd by ſeeing Life. 


\d'eu the Town ! ſuch Joys 1 leave 
To Spendthrifts, Knaves and Cheats; 
For decent Mirth can nc'er deceive, 
And Prudence has more Sweets. 
be Grove, the Shade, I'll ſeek again, 
And chule an artleſs White, | 
Content to grace my Cot ſhall deign: 
Adieu to ſeeing Life, 


„ 2 NG DLVIII. 
E Fair, that would be bleſt in Love, 
Take your Pride a little lower; 
Let the Swain whom you approve, 
Rather like you, than adore. 
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| Love, that riſcs into Paſſion, 


Soon will end in Hate or Strife ; J 
Bur from tender Inclination, 


Flow the laſting Joys of Life. 
SONG DLIX. 


UYHIYRSES. 


EE Nature ſheds her Sweets around, 
And fragrant Violets deck the Ground; 
Rod warbling Birds do ſweetly ſing, 
| And tune their Notes fo hull the Spring: 
And warbling Birds, & c. 
Then haſte, my Fair One, haſte away, 


Let us, like them, enjoy the May, 
Let us, EP, 4 


LAURA. 


Your pleaſing Form, and ariful Tale, 
W hich can o'cr any Hearr prevail; 
Wou'd only to my Ruin prove, 

Jt Hymen do not Crown our Love. 
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Fair Virtue's Dictates I'll obey, 
Tho Love and you, ſay taſte the May. 


n 
Behold, my Fair, yon Turtle Dove, 
Wich what Delight ſhe meets her Love; 
No Bands, their mutual Fondneſs cloys 
Reſtraint, but weakens every Joy; 
They never yield to Hymen's Sway, 
But live and frolick in the May. 

Fo 
LAURA. 

Should we, from them, Example take, 
And truſt our Fame to every Rake; 
Ye Swains might boaſt deſpotic Rules, 
And we be Nature's only Fools: : 
When bound by Hymen's Bands, I'll irayy 
And with my Shepherd hail the May. 


THYRSIS. 
Adieu to Roving, or the Fair; 
No more, both Bleſſings muſt I ſhare; 


But I my Laura will not lofe, 


The charming Maid alone 1 chuſe: 

Then haſte to Church, without Delay, 

Where Love and Laura crown the May. 
LAV RA. 


No more ſhall Swains your Conduct blame, 


ITu' inconſtant Damon did the ſame; 


He for Paſtora felt the Fire, 


Nor ſcorn'd to own his chaſte Deſire; 


United now, Joy crowns each Day, 
And every Mouth to them is May. 


| Ye Shepherds, from your Nymphs ne'er rove; 
| Ye Fair, ne'er truſt the Swain ye love; 


But if you real Joys would claim, 

Let Hymen crown the pgen'rous Flame, 

Let Hymen crown, c 

| hen, then with Joy you'll ſport and play, 
And revel in the Swee.s of May, 
And revel, c. 


| 


SONG 


SONG DEX. 


HE Lads and the Lfles all jocund were ſeen, 
Wich Mutic and Mirth round the Pole on the 
. Green, | | | 
The Lambkins were ſporting, all Nature was gay, 
To welcome the kindly Return of the May: 
When Doll, who was curs'd both with Envy and 


* 


Years, 
Her Head, by old Time, ſilver'd o'er with prey 
Hairs, | . | 
From the Yourhs and their Sports ſought Retreat in 
the Vale, 


And thus pray'd for Any T hing rather than fail. 


Ye Powers who ſaw me once blicheſome and young; 
How grade ul 1 danc'd, and how ſweetly I ſung ? 


My Charms all ſubduing, each Bard would rehearſe, 


My Bemn'y alone was the Subject of Verſe; 

Each Youth, with a Sigh, would his Paſſion unfold, 
Tho' now they have left me, grown wrinkled and old; 
With the Ears of Compaſſion attend ro my Tale, 

And let me have Any Thing rather than fail. 


A CilleFion of Favourite New Songs. 
| How filly was I, in the Days of my Youth, 


My Follies forgive, ſince I own them wich Truth; 
When Lovers were plenty, I thought, to be ſure, 
I ili might be certain of one in a Score: 

But, ah! as my Charms, ſo their Paſſions decay'd, 
And greatly I fear I ſhall die an old Maid; 

Oh! pity my Caſe, let my Pleading prevail, 

And ſend me but Any Thing rather than fail. 


Ye Virgins now gay in the Spring of your Charms, 
Who, vainly coqueting, give many Alarms, 
Let Prudence adviſe and take Place of your Pride, 
To one give your Hand and become a chaſte Bride: 
The Pleaſures of Hymen partake in your Prime, 
And thus, by your Conduct, anticipate Time, 


Petition for Any Jbing rather than fail. 


SONG DLXI. 


HRICE happy Morn ! when firſt my Eyes 
Behold fair Daphne's Face ; 
Ah! how my Rebel-Blood did riſe, 


| And Love ſtole on a- pace: 
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Left you a'l, like poor Dolly, grown ancient and pale, 


As Beauty, when in beſt Attire, 
Attracts all who behold; 
So Daphne kindl'd a fierce Fire, 

Where juſt before cwas cold. 


I, on her all- alluring Charms, 
Luxuriant fed my Eyes; 
And, ſooth'd with Love-Tales to my Arms, 
I won the lovely Prize. 
Haſte, Plœbus, then in your Career, 
And hide down in the Weſt; 
For when your Rays again appear, 
Then I'm with Daphne bleſt. 


f SONG DLXII. 
INdeed, my Dear, in vain you ſtrive 
To keep a ling'ring Flame alive; 
And tho' you fret, and vex, and teaze, 
No longer can your Beauties pleaſe. 


Why do you figh, and think it ſtrange, 
That I ſhould rove, that I ſhould range ? 
Obſerve all Nature's Work, you'll ſec 
They juſtify Inconſtancy. 


A Collefion of Favourite New Songs. 


The Sun and Moon alternate riſe, 
The Stars do wander in the Skies 
The Earch doth all her Bounties bear, 
From Seaſons varying thro' the Y car, 


Then ſince *tis Nature's Law to change, 
"Tis Conſtancy, alone, is ſtrange; 


[And why, my Dear, ſhould I pretend 


Great Naturc's Statutes to amend ! 


SONG DLXII. 


I ID'ER I ov'd I could frolic and play, © 
And knew the ſweer Charms of Repoſe; 


| o Solicitude now I'm a Prey, 
My only Companions are Woes. 


If Sleep kindly cloſes my Eyes, 


| Fancy raiſes the Image of Care: 

| ftarc, overcome by Surprize, 
And wake ro my former Deſpair. 

| Thus waking or ſleeping, my Mind 

ls fared keen Sorrow to feel; 

| Then, Venus, Oh! Goddeſs be kind, 

And teach me my Anguiſh to heal. 


SONG 


SONG DLXIV. 
HE Tales of your Loves, Fellow Shepherds, 
| I've heard, 
tow one has been lighted, while t'other deſpair'd ; 
put pour Gricfs and your Tranſports ro me were the 

ame; 

To the Paſſions a Stranger, I laugh'd at the Flame. 
My Flocks or my Flute were my only Employ, 
The firſt claim'd my Care, and the latter my Joy, 
Each Minute was jocund, each Sentiment free ; 
Con'd a Swain upon Earth be more happy than me ? 
Cou'd a Swain upon Earth, &c. 5 


Ine'er, till this Morn, felt a Pain at my Heart; 
What ſhould be the Cauſe of it, Thyrſis, impart ? 
Unpleafant my Meals are, my Slumbers unſound, 
and wherever I wander no Reſt can be found: 

To conquer my Anguiſh I've cv'ry Way ftrove ; 
Ah, me! but J fear, ir is what they call Love. 


Each Shepherd is bleſs'd when my Harriot is by; 
And, when abſent, the Slave 
than I. 


; feels leſs Torment 
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| What Crimes am I guilty of? tell me, O Fate! 
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That you doom me to love, where I rather ſhou'd 
hate; i 1 

For Harriot's a Friend, and J muſt not complain, 

Leſt a Victim I fall to a prudent Diſdain; 

Approach, Re ſolution, and lend me thy Aid, 

I ne*zr had Occaſion fo great, I'm afraid: 


What in Fact I can't be! yer, O teach me to ſeem, 


| That tho' ſhe can't love me, ſhe yet may eſteem. 


SONG DLXV. 


Arewel, ye green Fields and ſweet Groves, 
Where Phillis eugag'd my fond Heart; 
Where Nightingales warble their Loves, 
And Nature is dreſs'd without Art; 
No Pleaſure they now can afford, 
Nor Muſick can lull me ro Reſt; 


For Phillis proves falſe ro her Word, 


And Strephon can never be bleſt. 


Orc Times by the Side of a Spring, 


Where Roſes and Lillies appear; 
Gay Phillis of Strephon would ling, 


Hh 


| For Strephon was all ſhe held dear, 
= mp 82 


80 ſoon 2» ſhe found by my Eyes, 
The Paſſion that plow'd in my Breaſt ; 


: She then, to my Grief and Surprize, 


Prov'd all ſhe had ſaid was a Jett. 


Too ſoon, to my Sorrow, I find, 
The Beauties alone that will laſt, 
Are thoſe that are fix'd in the Mind, 
Which Envy or Time cannot blaſt. 
Beware then, beware how we truft 
Coquets, who to Love make Pretence; 


1 'B 2 For Pbillis to me had been juſt, 


if Nature had bleſt her with Senſe, 
SO N G DLXVI. 


HEN Jenny the ga I firſt courted to wed, 

| Whole Reams I of Love to her ſent; 
But back ſhe return d them, and ſcornfully ſaid, 
. That ſhe cou'dn't tell what the Fool meant; 

. ' She. cou dn * ſhe cou dr t tell what theF ool meant.” 


nn 
— * W 
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Reſoly'd not to give up the Matter fo tatne, 
J follow'd where ever ſhe went: 
At the Park, at the Play, at the Rout, twas the ſame; 
But ſhe cou · dn t tell what the Fool meant; 
She cou'dn't, &c. 


Her Maid was my Friend, and advis'd me to Hope, 
Or elſe I had quitted the SCENT ; | 
For my Tale it was ſtopt, ere my Mouth! could ope, 
«© With ſhe cov'dn't tell what the Fool meant; 
She cou'dn't, Sc.“ 


Then Moll, in lieu of a Handful of Gold, a 
In the Chamber of Jenny me pent; 


| 


| Three long Hours, or more, I lay ſhiv' ring with Cold, + 


To convinee her no Harm the Fool meant; 
| Convince her, cc. 


| But what are three Hours? nay, three ſcore and three? 


To be crown'd then at laſt with Content? 
4 No longer my Fane proves hard hearred to me, 


When ſhe found *twas no Harm the Fool meant; 
She found *twas no Harm the Fool meant, 
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